T HE 


Chaplet of Cheartulneſs, 


AND 


C:mpany Keeper's Alltant. 


A ed Collection of 


S 0 NN 9 © 


For the Later tainment vt tie 


BACCHANAL, FREE MASON, 
LOVER, LOYALIST; 
BUCK. SOLDIER, and 
SPORT SMAN, SAILOR: 4 


And for all thoſe 


Who would render themſelves agreeable, di- 
vert Company, kill Care, and be joyous : 
Where the high ſeaſoned Wir and HumouR will 
be a ſufficient Apology for a bod woice; and whereby 
ſach as have a fehle che will be able to ſhine, with- 
out repreſſing the Laugh of the merrily diſpoſed, or 
Offending the Ear of the moil chaſte Virgin, 
Confilting ot 

Many valuable and real Originals, not to be met with 
in any other Collection: Likewiſe, thoſe ſung at the 
'Cheatres and Gardens of London and Dublin for ten 


years paſt to this day, many of which were quite out 
of print. 


: T which is annexed, 
A Collection of TOASTS. SENTIMENTS, 
and HOB N% OBS now in uſe, with ſeveral newly 


coined hut uot yet current, this being the firſt De- 
livery of them from the Mint. 
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By EuPHRoSYNE. 


Hence luuthed Melanch 'oly 
But Come thou gedd./, fair and free, 

In Heaven ydeap?d EurHROSYNE ; 

And by ren. —heart-cafe Ng M:rth. XII IL TO. 
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Advertiſement. 


T HE candid reception which the public gave the 

two former parts that compote the firſt volume, 
has encouraged the continuntion of this work. It is 
hoped the reader will excuſe te delay under which this 
firſt part of the ſecond volume (not ſo caſy in the prac- 
tice as it ſeemed in theory) has, this long while la- 
boured ; fince, in the care and accuracy of its compila- 
tion, they will find an abundant compenſation made 'or 
the exerciſe of their patience: for the reader is to 
know, that each ſong in this collection, not an original. 
is compared with every copy extant in the ſcycral 
volume, of ſongs hitherto publiſhed in England, Ire- 
land, or Scotland. | 


As the inſertion of all the ancient ſongs and ballad., 
as well as thoſe of our times which are daily and nightly 
ſang at the gardens or theatres of theſe kingdoms, or 
handed about in manuſcript, (fo as to merit the title : 
the Sore ters Univerſal Library, which we have gives 


this work,) is our object, we ſhall take occaion to in 


rroduce ſuch fongs as are ancient, or not intircly new, 
when referred to for the tune, once for all, immediately 
before or after the ſony firſt referred from, except ſuch 
ſong be excluded ovr plan on account of iudelicacy, 
which precicament, moſt of the ſongs in a collection 
lately publithed (11:titied, the Hoxesr Ferrtow, or 
Reveller's Memorandum Boot) lye under: ard ferry we 
are, that ſome of the ſongs in that volume overflowing 
with wit, humour, brilliancy of ſeni'ment and invcn- 
tion, raicly to be met with in modern compoſition, 
ſhould, notwithſtanding ail thoſe beautias, be fo de- 
formed by licentiouſneſs of chought, as to be ove or 
tune with the delicate harmony of our deſign, which is 
to furniſh the ſprightly ſongſter wich matter yp. hereby 

a he 


1 

he will be able to ſine without repreſüng the laugh ot 
the me: my d:ip oſed, or onending the ear of nk ay 
chafle vir>tz. Co that the pure! aſe rs of theſe volumes 
nerd not be Gordened with any others of thts kind, a 
tiioy may he a.iured of finding every decent ſong, baliad, 
ade. ubeta or catch in the E.o-litl langvage in fore 
part of the work, and. which may be readily tur 10 do 
by means ot the index given with each volume. 


Wen the raider meet with any ſons and the tune 
mentioned, witlous a copy ( the tons referred to foi 
the tune accompany ing * he may be certain, in tha: 
ure that the ſong has been already inſerted in the pre- 
ceding part of the Work. 
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PF tcl! jou a fforr, a Rory auen — 
1% d Hol, te tco narrow aohen ſirſt I am 4 
Inflead of filence—wohat a noiſe is here _ 
In wariccs ſhapes Pe oft been knoxwun — 
In thoj» greajy od tatters — — 
In the dars e, our fires — 
1n vain I ery art aſſuy — — 
Jovk i Ii chair — — 
1 pray ye giutles di te me — 
Pwe gat a celd, iruced I viry rear ſe — 
L 

E 7 ati the painters on earth parnt — 

Let à rival your pitaure draw — 
Let gay ones ond great — — 
Let rates and liber:inrs refigned — 
L.et him, ford of fil ins, incote whem he chu ſes 
Let mot A maon-burn elf mijlead ye — 
Let not raie this Louſle ot fire on — 
Let et ber men ing of their ged. bright — 
Life is cheguera - and Ff iure — 
Long age, ee leger muſic Britons learn'd to lu 
Long fence 2 her native ſky — 
Long time I /erv'd young RosalinD — 
Long tinie my heart at liberty — 
Love reigns Jutreme in female /cals — 


Lowe and beauty when united 
Love's a ure, a. ſaci d fire — 


Leowely nymph afſuage my anguiſh —— 
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ADE l—to our fame 

Mamma ! hiw can you be /o ill natur d 
May the joys of in, fou!, be exempt from controul 
My lads of ; Barbadues, member your blood — 
My jriends pray break ' now you"? time 
My Jong, firs, excu/e — ä 


My daddy, was gene to the market a mile * — 


My mini tin miſs, do you fancy that POL — 
My heart's my ow:ng my will is free — 


My maſters and miſtreſſes bither repair 
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No SENESINO they zent tenten — 20 
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A t. 4 Pull driVe me eo Fr Fer * — 86 
Ae more lit French dishes of pet tn tir mays 220 
No port of my dominions fhail te zuiſle —— 232 
Mon troppo n affect uo ſo — 21 
Pow ave are free frem college rule: — 7 
1oxw the heart-raiſing bur at d:ft once blow — 19 
Nc pets the ruddy morn oer mounain tp —— 41 
Now, tet your jeal:us ſoul — 85 
Naw Pm fate — — 97 
Now Englard's wviterious — 119 
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"ER that and eld beer of hit own — 41 

O'er the boꝛel we'll lang and Hue —— 142 

Of love, wit, and wine, our fergs aw ll raije 3 
Of late we have heard of a laird in high ſtation I21 
Of all the min I ever Jaw — I54 
Oh had I been by fate decreed 158 


Ob Hymen propitious, receive in thy train — 167 
Oh rare reaſt beef! loud by all mankind — 206 


Oh fight the mother of deſires — 230 
0 ! how Hall I in language weak — 166 
Old and coarſe yet /till a rower — 12 
O CHAUCER once, 70 this re-echoing grove 139 


One evening Gooo Humour took WIT as his gueſs 63 


On T ue/day the fourth of fwveet May 64 
On the wmgs of the air, this war we'll declare 24.8 
O what pleaſures will abound 83 
O greedy Mipas, I've been told — 113 
O paſt not on, but ſlay — — 233 
Oors / neighbour, ne er bluſh for a trifle like this 167 
Oracle, oracle, ſpeak, now ſpeak — 80 
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EN DEX. ix 


That life is a joke, Jonnxy GAY has exprefſ'd 199 
The /po! thman may boaſ? of his well ſcented hound 148 
The wicked wits, as fancy hits 152 
The honeſt heart where thoughts are clear 160 
The court and the city, fine folk may ex! 'ol — 161 
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Ye medley of mortals that make up the throng — 
Ye patriots of Albion, wouchſafe your attention — 

Ye crambo companions, who lowe /ongs rebearſe — 

Ye goſſips, who blab out the Jecrets of late —— 201 
Ye learned ver claſſics, who pore night and day 

Ye blu ring bret hren of the ſkics — — 

Ye catterwauling tribe each night —— — 
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You jay tis lowe creates the pain 
Young KiTTY, laing, gay and fair — 29 


Foung STREPHON the gay —— — — 143 

Young I am, and ſore afraid — — 166 

Young CoLin fiſhing near the mill — 197 

Young ROGER came tapping at DOLL x's Window 217 

7 our hay is mou d, and your corn is reap'd — 235 
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SONG 1. To the REapen, 
To any ture you can find will ſuit it. 


e CCEPT of theſe ballads, den: nr. 
from a friend; 
4 From an oddity, whom, or to blame 


"x" 

Þ A ix or commend, 

& * No mortal c'er gave himſelf trouble. 
AKP Praiſe i is but a va 


pour, and centure the 
N. N. N MN ſame, | 


And each lunatic ſchemer, who pines after fame, 
But makes himſelf vanity's bubble. 


This ſcribbling, this pen-and-ink-itch, 1; a ciime, 


I no more can help writing than eating. 

By a mad poet bit I rave out in verſe, 

As 'prentices, crack-brain'd, theatric rehearſe, 
All be-BaRxRT'd, Orne:.1.0 repcatiug. 


A PARA 


( 2 ] 
Paxxa55Us and Preasus, cold Fiiterocntxe, 
Are words only form'd to give ſchool-boys the ſpleen, 
By the curl-pated pedant Ayror.1.0. 
Let the nine muſes ſlide o'er the ſmooth-ſhav'n glades, 
No aid I'll accept from thoſe tea drinking maids, 
But Bacchus with bumpers Ill follow. 


The Epic, Tambic, Pindaric and Sapphic, 

Are patterns of poetry wherewith bards traffick, 
With many more names that are harder. 

But wha: are all theſe to a beef and wine feaſt ? 

The dainties of Hes10D and Home's a jeſt. 
Compar'd to the wit of a larder, 


That, TI always prefer to a claſſical treat, 
Not cur-like, the ſhadow exchange for the meat, 
There's more wit in eating than thinking. 
Pray what are all ñmilies, to a ſurloin ? 
Or the what-d'ye-call ſtream, to a ſtream of good wine? 
For merit is center'd in drinking. 


[> he choice-ſpirit Hor act has made us ſome verſes, 
) And ruſtical Reundelars Visoii rehearies, 

00 To be ture they have ſaid ſome things clever. 

7 But what are all rhimes to a round of good toaſts, 

4 And then for their metapaors--we've boil'd and roaſt. 
1 So beef and a bumper tor ever. 

14 

1 

1 SON G , P LATO'S Advice. 


AVS Praro, why ſhould men be vain! 

. Since bounteous Heaven has made him gre u 
| Why does he look with ſuch diſdain, | 
ii On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate * 
j} Can coſtly robes or beds of down, 
| And all the gems that deck the fair ; 
Can all the glories of a crown, 

Give health or eaſe the brow of care 


| Tre ſcepter'd king, the burther'd {lave. 

he humble and the haughty die; 
The rich, the poor, the bale, the brave. 
In duſt without diſtinction lie. 


Ga 


[3-1 
Go ſcarch the tombs where monarchs reit, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore ; 


Their wealth and glory is bereft, 
And all their honour 1s no more. 


So flies the meteor thro' the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train, 
When thor, 'tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again. 
So 'tis with us, my jovial fouls, 
Let friendſhip reign while here we ſtay; 
Lets crown our joy with flowing bowls, 
When Jove he calls we muſt away. 


SONG 35. 
To the tune of the foregeing ſong. 


ILL fill the bowl with ſparkling wine, 
The joyous rich repaſt prepare ; 
Drink, drink, my friends, and ne'er repine, 
Of fortunes frowns let others ſhare : 
Thoſe ſhe exalts are but her ſport, 
The play-things of her fickle mind; 
And thoſe who moſt her favours court, 
Are in her gifts the moſt behind. 


Then unconcern'd, let life glide on, 
Let mirth employ the preſent hour, 
For e'er to-morrow's riſing ſun, 
The fates may ſnatch it from our you's 
Drink on, and puſh the glaſſes round, 
Let hope to day prevent deſpair ; 
Let mirth, and joy, and wine abound, 
To-morrow is not worth our care. 


SONG 4. Nancy Piers. 


HEN heart and head, are crack't with care, 
With more than heart or head can bezr, 
There's nothing can thoſe cracks repair, 
Like this my Naxcy Pipex. 


A » What 


[ 4 ] 


Wat is man without his mate, 
Jack for Gi, and Tou for Karte, 


Each for each was form'd by fate, 
And I for Naxcy Pires. 


A howl of punch will make you gay, 
3ut when the fumes are paſs'd away, 
You're joys are gone, you're ſorrows ſtay, 
ot ſo with Nancy Pier, 


In her the beit ingredients meet, 
Not weak and ſow'r, and ſtrong, and ſweet, 
Zur beſt refin'd, and ſpirits neat, 
Are found in Naxcy PIPER. 


Old time, that chief will ſteal your prime, 
lo ſteal from him wall be no crime, 
fall Lis cares, let's cheat old time, 
By help of Nancy Pires. 


len come my Nancy trip away, 
% 1mGrrow > prict will kill to day, 
ane Jrive out care with dance and play, 
And thus we'll pay the PirER. 


SONG g. The Admanition. 


/ 14+ . Sure a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen, 
c. a. U ſee ar the firſt vol. of this xvork. 


r FF O you that are lovers theſe lines I addreſs, 
Attend to my ſong, would you woo with ſucceſs, 

Nor ou ye bright females my boldneſs deſpiſe, 

Since all mutt be bold—to approach your bright eyes. 


Firſt mark well her humour, if ſerious or gay, 
If ſhe's. moſtly inclin'd to her dreſs or to play. 
Indulge her in each, for from this you will nnd. 


She'll approve » vour addreſſes and ſooner be kind. 


If fond of her beauty, her paſſion is praile, 


By ſome gentle ſonnet your merit you'll raiſe ; 
There 


1 


There ſing of her lips, her bright eyes and her hair, 
And tell her Rot Vexvus with her can compare. 


Should ſome rival toaſt, her dread envy provoke, 
Rail with her, — then yp in your fleeve at the 2 
If ſhe's partial, to pleaſe her and flatter her pride 
(Tho' 'gainſt your own conſcience) he ſtill on her fide, 


Theſe rules if obſerv'd will your paſſion befriend, 
For all female ſenſe is but pride in the end; 
And this is the text, what they like or deſpiſe, 
The ſame you muſt cenſure, the ſame ſeem to prize. 


SONG. 6. 


The Country Nate: introduced by Mr. Corry in the 
pantomime of the Fair, performed at the theatre-royal in 
Crew-ftrect ; but never before printed. 


OME lafſes and lads, take leave of your dads, 
Away to the may-pole hie; | 
For every he, has got him a ſhe, 
And a fidler ſtanding by: 
There's WiLLy has got his JiLL, and Jouxx x has got 
his Joan, t 
To jig it, jig it, jig it, jig it, jig it up and down. 
Begin ſays Harry, aye, aye, ſays Mary, 
We'll lead up Packington's pound; 
No, no, ſays NEIL, and no fays Dorr, 
We'll firſt have Se. Leger's round: 
Then every man did put—his hat off to his laſs, 
And every maid did curt'ſy, curt'ſy, curt'ty on the 
graſs, | 


Strike up ſays War, agreed ſays KarE, 
I pray the fidler play ; 
Content ſays Hop, and fo ſays Marc, 
For this is a holiday: 
Then every man began—to foot it round about, 
And every maid did jetty it, jetty it, jetty it in and out. 


23 You're 


161 
You're out ſays Dick, you lie ſays Nicx, 
The fidler plays it falſe ; 
And ſo ſays Hoon, and fo ſays Sue, 
And fo ſays nimble Erse : 
The fidler then began—to play the tune again, 
And every maid did trip it, trip it; trip it unto the men. 


Let's kiſs ſays Nax, content ſays Jane, 
And ſo fays every ſhe ; 
How many ſays Nar, why three ſays Marr, 
For this is a maiden's fee : 
But they inſtead of three, did give them half a ſcore, 
The men in kindneſs, kindneſs, kindneſs, gave them 
as many more. 


Then after an hour, they went to a bower 
To play for ale and cakes; 
And kiſſes too, —until they were due, 
The laſſes held the ſtakes : 
The women then began—to quarrel with the men, 
And bid them take their kiſſes back and give them their 
own again. 


Thus, thus they ſat, until it was late, 
And tir'd the fidler quite : 
With ſinging and playing, without any paying, 
From morning until night : 
'They told the fidler then, they'd pay him for his play, 
And each gave two, pence, two pence, two pence, two 
pence and went their way. | 


Good night ſays C155, good night ſays Pa iss, 
Good night ſays HARRY to Dorr ; 
Good night ſays Joux, good night ſays Joan, 
Good night ſays every one: 
Some ran, ſome went, ſome ſtaid ; ſome tarry'd by the 
Way; 
Each bound themſelves in kiſſt: twelve, to meet the 
next holiday, 


80 N 


L723 
SONG 7. 


A Tecninicat., Binpicat, CLASSICAL Ballad. Tunt : 
Johnny Adair of Kilternan ; hich may be ſecn in the 
firft wel. of this aver, beginning thus, It was in July 
forty five, &c. 


OW we are free from College rules, 
From ſyſtems out of ſeaſon; 

From lumber of the lying ſchools, 
And ſyRogiſtic reaſon : 

Never more we'll have defin'd, 
If matter thinks or thinks not; 

All the matter we ſhall mind, 
Is he who drinks, or drinks not. 


Metaphvſical to trace, 
The mind or ſoul abſtracted; 
Or prove infinity of ſpace, 
By cauſe on cauſe effected. 
Better ſouls we can't become, 
By immaterial thinking; 
And as to ſpace, we want no room, 
But room enough to drink in. 


Plenum, vacuum, minus, plus, 
Are learned words, and rare too; 
Thoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, 
And thoſe that pleaſe, may hear tos, 
A plenum in our wine we ſhow, 
With us and us behind, fir ; 
And when our caſh is -winus low, 
A vacuum ſoon we ſind, fir. 


NzwrTon talk'd of lights and ſhades, 
And different colours knew, fir ; 

Don't let us diſturb cur herds, 
W'e will but ſtudy two, ür. 

White and red our glaffes boaſt, 
True humour's rare faction; 

Aſter him we'll name our toaſt,. | | 
The center of att | 


l 
On that A we'll decluim, 
With Stratum ſuper ſtratum ; 
There's magic in the mighty naue 
Tis nature's potulatur. 
Wine in nature's next to love. 
Then wiſely let us blend 'em; 
Firſt though phyſically prove, 
That tempus eft bibendum. 


N SONGS. 
1 Tune Puſh about the briſk bowl, c. which ſee in the 
| firſt volume. 


i the light of the moon t'other ev'ning I ſtray'd 


A mile by the fide o'the brook ; 


| When Rog ſtept up with, how do you, fair maid? 
| { peeviſhly anfwer'd, go look—go look— 
ll I peeviſhly anſwer'd, go look. 


Nav, nay, he reply'd, why ſo angry with me ? 
I know vou meet Rosie the cook; 
It may be vou now are a waiting for he. 


In paſſion I anſwer'd, go look go loox — Oc. 


Auoth he, you love muſic, I've heard them to ſay; 
And out he an ituſtrument took ;—— 
D'ye think, ſaid he, Bos or I better can play? 


I anſwcr'd him, fellow, go look—go look— c. 


But reſolute grown, he ſeiz'd faſt o'my hand, 
And forc'd me fit down in the nook ; 

And ſweet, ſaid he, tell me what tunes you command. 
Yoa Puppy, I anſwer'd, go look—go look— Ec. 


But ſoon, with his flute, he fo raviſh'd my heart, 
That I never dreamt more of the cook; 
And thoſe who imagine I've told but a part, 
For the reſt of the ſtory may look may look— c. 


SONG 


[9:1] 
SONG 9. 


Entitled, BAR BApoES VOLUNTIERS : by ar cfficer of the 
corps that went upon the expedition againſt Martinico, 


To the ſame tune, as the foregoing ſong. 


Y lads of Barbadoes, remember your blood, 
"Tis the blood of a ſoldier that warms you; 
Remember, my lads, that your quarrel 1s good, 
'Tis the cauſe of your country that arms you, 
My boys, &c. c. 


Our brethers of Europe, by ſea and by land, 
All over the globe are victorious : 
Hark ! from us of Barbadoes an aid they demand, 
And we too will dare to be glorious, | 
Brave boys, Cc. 


For ſhall we no more but our pedigree claim, 
From heroes who figur'd of old? 

W-'ll prove our deſcent by maintaining their fame, 
By actions as hardy and bold, 


Brave boys, Cc. 


To ſave Martinico, the trembling monſieurs | 
Their encroachments would gladly ſurrender ; | 

But treacherous treaties, and falſhood like theirs, 
Now only true conqueſt can hinder, | 
Brave boys, Ec. | 


Then haſte, my brave boys, glorious Moxcro to join, 
Already the army is near; 

The ſeaſon for us and for ſeamen is fine, 
"Tis the foe has a tempeſt to fear, 


Brave boys, Cc. 


Then, lads of Barbadoes, remember your blood, 
Tis the blood of a foldier that warms you; 


Remember, my lads, that your quarrel is good, 
Tis the cauſe of your country that arms you, 


My boys, Ec. 
SONG 


10 
SONG 1o. 
C UPID, you _—_— young dog, I deſpiſe you, 


Fly from this ſpot—like a friend I adviſe you ; 
Pox o*'your quiver, you fool, we don't fear it; 

We are defended by champaign and claret. 

Sing, huzza, be jolly, be frolickſome here, 


Neve nothing to think of, ſo nothing to fear. 


He that is heavily laden with ſorrow, 
Adds to the burden by thoughts of to-morrow ; 
Reaſon and pravity buckle behind ye, 
Tricks of the ſophiſters only to blind ye.— Cc. 


Look at our motto there, Nunc eff bib-ndum ; 
Thoſe that are ſick, why the bottle muſt mend 'em; 
He that's a bankrupt, why let him heed nought on't; 
This is the centre to bury the thought on't.— Tc. 


Come, charge for a toaſt now, my choice, merry 
fouls; 
Good lord! how I love to ſee bumpers and bowls !— 
Here's a health to king GORE the third, e'er I depart, 
And he that won't pled ge me's a dog in his heart, — &c. 


SONG 11. The Chryſtal Tear. 


H AT means the tender figh my dear, 
Why filent drops that chryſtal tear, 

What jealous fears diſturb thy reſt, 

Where love and peace delights to reſt:? 

What tho' my Jockey has been ſeen, 

With MoLLy ſporting on the green; 

*T was but an artfull trick to prove, 

Tae matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 


"Ts true, a noſegay I addreſt, 
To grace the witty Daruxk's breaſt, 
But was at her deſire to try, 
If Dauos caſt a jealous eye; 


Theſe 


T 
N 


t&Y 


(11 ] 
Theſe flowers will fade by morning dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawn: 

But in thy fragrant boſom lies, 
A Sweet perfume that never dies. 


SONG. 12. 4 Hunting Camata. 
RECITATIVx. 


| IE whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing dawn, 
The thruſh melodious joins th' uncooth ſalute ; 


Loud fings the blackbird thro' reſounding groves ; 
High ſours the lark to meet the rijing ſn. 


Arx. 


Away to the coſe, lead array, 
Aud now, my boys, throw off the koungc , 
I warrant he ſhexvs 1s jome piay; 
See yonder he Ct ulis o'er the ground, / | 
Give your cour/ers the [pur then, and ſmok: dem, my Hic, 
'Ts a dilicate ſcent-lying morn ; 
What cencert is equal to this of the wvood', 
*Tevixt echo, the hound, the horn. 


Each earth, ſce, he tries at in wain ; 
The covert no ſafer can find ; 

Yo he breaks it, and ſcoxers amaix. 
And leaves us a diſtance behind. 

O'er rocks, hills and hedges, and rivers, abe Avr. 
All hazzards and dangers wwe ſcorn ; 

tout Reynard we'll follow untill that be die: 

Chear up the good dogs with the harn. 


ind now he ſcarce crerps thro? the dale; 
Sec his bruſh, how it dreps !—-ſce his tour ] 
His ſpeed can no longer evail ; 
Who of late was jo cuuming and ſtrong. 
From our flaunch and fleet pack, wat in vain that h* fled. 
See they tear him, — bem” d—forlorn 
The farmers, ith pleaſure, beiold him lis deud, 
And ſhout to the /ound of the horn. 


SONG 


1 
SONG. 13. To Laun l. 


LD and coarſe, yet ſtill a rover; 
Prone to change ; fantaſtic dame 
In thy thought. why lives the lover? 
Wrinkl'd madam— fie, for ſhame ! 


At ſifteen years the blooming maid, 
With every glance a ſwain diſarms: 
But cool'd by threeſcore ſummers ſhade, 
'Tis time to lay down uſeleſs arms. 


Then fling your waſh and paint aſide ; 
You never more can man controul. 

Go, ſay your pray'rs, diſcard your pride; 
And cheat the Dl of a foul. 


SONG 14. 


O ME bind my brows, ye wood-nymyhs fair, 
With ivy wreaths come bind my brows; 
Hence grief and woe, and pain and care, 
To Bacenus I devote my vows. 
Dull Cynic rules, 
Are fit for tools; 
Let thoſe digeſt the food who can 
But love and wine 
Shall fill be mine; 
O let me laugh out ail my ſpan. 


No wounds, O love, e'er let me feel, 
But ſuch as ſpring trom eyes and thapes ; 
A curſe on thoſe that come by ſtæel; 
I hate all blood, but blood of grapes. 
Then fiil up high 
- The bow], that EF 
May drink and laugh at fools of ſenſe. 
Why nced we fear 
To want next year; 
Twill be all one a hundred henc-, 
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B urleſque Burletta. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HIS piece was wrote as a bur— 

leſque on the ch., Bur- 

letta people, who periormed in Lon- 

don about three years ſince; among 

whom were the famous Madam Nico 
LINA, and Madaine SPILLET TA, 


PROLOGUE 


Spok den by Cov 
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Are alt * 


Gay dreſsd daughters of beauty, 1 If tru tatik, 


T his evening accept of a choice 7 f wh. 


Pe call d E. together, ths [ Feed, 
By Comns this evenitig cellotion's ended ; 
Great Bacchus the gay Ged of bu 5 my lie, 
Great Bacchus th» fuel and li fe of love's ic; 
Who biſto ves cn the lever afurance tt, 
And drow: ns 17 tt 4 lad all for. 9 20 4 57 
From him I'm d:juended, and thas /P<8 »: a —— 
Go; call the cif /CHS ＋ tru Sung el NF 
Let harmwiy «cr the things they /« ail /a,, 
Be laughter attiad a: t, died Wr Fr Mp! E P. «ty , 
But banifh Ii d quibble, and fig: ug imp. 
Poor Pp: / onal fatire, baten 3 ef; CYL 
Let 74101 ri ll. [ry dare 79 7 "ad tie ; 21 r, 
Ner RFF the) ewon Op ra, __— . 


Let mirth { OV the Tet of 0 t. 2 * Ws tis 2 * Zi 9 
. 1 AE SP: | 
Hd He COMIC Me nel. unde h¹pu n a 0), LET 


5 nut lan {1 but? 36N En ihe AA. 40 Haar- 
But the /. aj: 7 ac l Jeng be EXPAT 3% 12 £0 <4 4 200 


*T=ras 475 us Pe ee [ 941 Pad r. 

Ce, lads, lot me ſer you 4167 ww Vea to: L. 

le hoan!, harmonious el iris. 155 

Aament t: ile nt, ye futr, while the! Exe, : 


2 REC. 


G R I N 


OR, 


N A: 


The CHOic SpIRITS FAST. 


RFECtTATILVE, 


* 


, WAS at a ven'ſon feaſt, at cricket won, 
By Lightfoct' „ nimble on: 
Alivep in jocky ſtate 
The groom-like *fquire fate, 
Noddiog i in elbow- chair. 
Jig brother bucks were plac'd around, 
heir heads with unſcam'd hunting caps were 
bound, 
do ſhould each ſportſman for the chace be crown'd. 
lark! the horn ſounds away, away, 
A uro: a uſhers in the dy; 

The op'ning hounds uncoupled view, "% 

With deep- hung dewlaps daſh the dow ; 

With felling notes und head held back, 

See the unhurbour'd ſtag hurſt thru! the brake ; 
Tne high-bred horſe ſhakes nis air-w aving maine, 
Stamps o'er the ſounding earth, and icours along 

the plain. 


DutTr. 
Wen Phebus the teps of the hills doe: acorn, &c 
v q 
REC!TATIVE, i 
The liſt'ning croud admir'd the ſong, horn ton'd, 


Bravo! brav iti mo! thev ſhout around; 


Below, the drawcr's bravo back rebound. 
Scar d 


F 


1 

Scar 'd with the noiſe, YOUung buck aN AKT 

And ſtares at all his brother rakes; : 

Then rubs his eyes, aks what's c K 

Startled, he hears the watchman knock. 
Now filence thrice was call'd, and thrice 'twas broke. 
When in a fury thus young I. 1ghttoot ſpoke 
„ing up the watchman, (vize the vile invader ; 
Then up they dragg'd the mid night ſerenadet. 
When, lo! the figure of Old Time appears, 
His face was "IPA With five thouſand years, 
Down his ſmooth ſkull a ſingle lock was hung, 
And tecbly coughidg, thus the glutton ſung ; 


SONG, 


My friends pray break up now you've time, 
You'll res eat if in vain you arc told; 

Oh, why will not Bucks in their prime, 
Conſider they are to grow old? 


When the pale ſace of winter appears, 
And each late bloſſom'd tree tops with ſnow, 
Thus our heads, thinly ſpread with white hairs, 
Life's lil wintry evening will thow. 


Like the maim'd from long dreadful campaign? 
You are mark'd, by debauch, full of icar:, 
Sunken eves, teeb le hams, WHooclets V C115, 


Paliy ſhaking, and ſciz'd by cntarrhs : 


Then toothlefs ve 22 and ye moan, 
Your thrivell'd cheeks twilling abou: 

\ e mumbie, , Je grumble, and groan, 
hen die as a candle goes Cut. 


fxE« 7.4 FIVE. 


Wehen the riüng temf Boil ruſhing ars, 


Sac eff the harven, fl. IKE 5 tne {oundine ſharcs; 
Nec lightn; ing ; aſh, (uns by 77 thunder gros!x, 
11.2 up re: aching to 25 trerib! 1 „s. 


8 3 | are: 


(18) 
Ware, winds, rock, rain, ſhips, ſands and clouls 
contend, 
And ſhrieks and fir earing the wide welking rend. 
In dreadful din thus roſe the drunken crew, 
Pipes, glaſſes, bottles, punch bowls, flaſks o'er- 
threw ; 
They gagg'd the preacher, daſh'd him to the 
groun 
And ina pipe of claret, Time was erown'd. 
I ſurza young Lightfoot cry'd, while in our prime, 
Claret can always kill the bugbear Time. 


Crickvs. 


The many rend the room with loud applauſe, 
+0 Time was drowu'd, and drinking won the cauſc. 


- 


_— 


ECUNTD-AC-T: 


ReciTaTivVE. 


HI praiſe of drinking, tien the clioiceſt yu | 


tung. 
SONG. 


Come my bucks, let to night be devoted to drink- 
ing, 
fo-moriow?s tao ſoõ to be troubled with thinking. 
Jo more ſhall time preach, nor no more ſhall we 
hear it, 

Por he's drown'd as he ought in a hogſhead of claret, 
Now time is no mere, or no more can forbid us, 
that troubleſome guett a choice ſpirit has rid us; 
Yet if time ſtou'd be wanting for any deſign, 
Henceforth he is found in a hog head of wine. 


Since time is confin'd to our wine let us think 


By this rule we arc ſure Ut our time hen we drink, 
Come, 


— 4 — — 


| 
| 
1 


(19) 
Come, my bucks, let your glaſſes with bumpers be 
prim 'd, 
3 * 
Now we're certain our drinking i. always well tim d. 


RPCIIHr ivy. 


Now the heart-raiſing horn at diſtance blew. 

Swift to the chace, away the ſportſmen feu 

Shouting they rend the air, each hill reicuns, 

Loud veigh the ſteeds, and louder ope the 
hounds, 

From babbling eccho back the noiſe rebounds. 

Sooth'd with the {ounds, young buck grew vain, 

And haunted every chace again, 

And cover thrice he broke; and thrice he flew 
the ſlain. 


SOV. 


Here was a hare kill'd, and there a f fe! 
Here a leap took won'd flartle a C. 5 
There they unharbour'd, and there ru 5s knell, 
And here it was hit off, hark forwa » Terzcr., 
Then they their bumpers above-head a .vaicing, 
All fell to ſinging, and then fell to dancing. 


Wonder and plunder, ſhrill Thunder and Sue, 


Blueman and 'I'rgeman, with Kingwood and 


Rowler ; 


Sweetlips the babbler, and Tulip fo rae, 


With Darling and Starhng, and 'Tattler and 


Trowler. 
Theſe were the hounds he hoop'd and he hollow'd 
While all the reſt reeling with toldero!: :ollow'd. 


RECITATIVE. 


Long ago. 
Fer better muſic Britons learn'd to Know, 
Our Britiſh bards, rom whom choice iptrits come, 
Thus rudely g garniſn'd out each harveſt home: 
Sung Ches y- Chace, znd Robin Hood ; 
Or corn grows RoW where Troy town ſtood. 


CONG, 


( 20 ) 


SON G. 


No Seneſino then wa: known, 
Cu- zoni ur Fauſtina: 


No Earinel!! charm the town, | C 

No comic Nicaolina. | ] 

Bat falt-boy bang, and j<w>-harp twang, / 
With huidy gurdy gruntins, : o 
While ethers did fing to the bladder and ſtring, ( 
Like hogs in high winds hunting, : J 

: | 


RECITATIVE. 


Ye ſocial fon; ! ye lady- loving race! 
V. hotatie with tranſport love” un feign'd embrace, 
Who mingle o'er the wit-en'ivening bowl 
The feaſt of reaton and the Row of wol. 
No more let dulineſs in a foicion tongue 
Tan your true taſtes, nor give up ſenſe for ſong. 

Beauties of Br:tazr, ye fair female race. | 0 

Whoſe words are muſc. and whoſe motions grace: 

ſoy of all hearts, wiſh of admiring eyes, 

{eav'ns laſt, beſt gift, and love's juxurious prize, 

For1ve and favour theſe ou; rude efiays, 

And patronize our ruſtic roundelays. 


* 


Soc. 


Prithee leave of this dull panegytic, my dear, 

The ladies have wiſhed the choice ſpirits to hear, | 
To divert them this right in borlace we appear. 

Since ſinging's the taſte, let v5 have 1 due: ty, 

Between us we'll mare what you cail a borletta, f 
He mall do the old man, aud you do Spit 72a. 


Reciraiive, 


I've got a cold, indeed I'm very hoarſe, 


[ fear wish ſinging, fir—to make it worſe, 
Yet ſtill PII ſtrire, nay work like any negro, 
Nera flow Adagio, up to quick Alegro, 
Then charge from Forte to the loft tiano 3 
Jaa; 


* 


C00 3 
That I will be, 
| S1 Signor $1, 
Indeed a Bon Compagno. 
Come, my dear daughter, come, Miſs Nicelina. 
I muſt compoſe a new burletta grinna, 


And with my fingers play the ſymphonina. 


"Tis dinner-time, I find, my dear Signora; 

Go fetch ſome ſtakes, Va- fetch ſome ſtakes, encora. 
While I make uniſon of theſe ſtoccato's, 

Boil me ſome broth, and roaſt ſome nice potatoes. 


SON G. 


Volti largo mi affetto, 
Subito andante. 


RECITATIVE. 


Put ſome greens in cabbage netto, 
And make ſome ſoup ſante. 


SONG. 


Non troppo n' affectuoſo, 
Tace primo violin. 


RzciraTive. 
The broth will be but ſo fo, 


If you don't put oatmeal in. 
Thirds, fifths and eighths, a nalf's above a quarter, 
A minum's long, a quaver is much ſhorter ; 
Betore you lay the cloth, go get a pint of porter: 


SONG. 


$/e. Pray, papa, parconna moy, 
Son confuſa, ah ma foy. 
He. Fetch ſome drink! 
Se Indeed not I, indeed not I, indeed not I. 
H-. You're ill bred, mils. 
She. That's a lye. 
44. Gallop, troliop, 
Va vivace, va vivace, 


' Trollop, gallop. 


Sac. Tace ta. 
Fe. Le diable. 
Se. Bribble brabble barvoncina, 
He. Cara ſpillatta. 

She. Foollatta. 5 
Fle. Le diable. 

She. Bribble brabb!. piceicina. 
Flu. Cara ſpilatta. 
Sho. Foolatta ca. 


Sn 86. 


LEE is with jargon they juggle us cat of our money, 
With cara da capo encore abandon, 
Each phraſe mult be fine, it's nouvelle we are ſure 
on't 45 : 
Nouvelle let it be, and let us hear no more on't, 


4 
Be not Britonc miſled by a ſong or a dance, 

Nor your father: forget they're remember'd in France, 

Shall capers, Concertos, coupees, ſerenades, 

Demoliſh the men that demoliſh 7rmadas. 


The black prince and his father at Poitiers and 
Creſſy, 
Compos'd ſome rough muſic made monſieurs ancaſy, 
King Horry the ff th too at Agtuccurt's rout, 
Led them up ſuch a dance that he rut them all out. 


To play us a concert, Spain ſent an armada; 
To ret rn it, Crate gave them a fea 3 : 
Tris muſic wes copy'd by Laren and 4/7 
Mich made the Fe cry Diable * chanſon. 


Singers, fidlers, and dancers, when firſt they came 
here, 
Out of feathers and fleſh, juſt lixe wocdcocks appear; 
But plump'd by our. plenty „they're puit'd into pride, 
Give a beggar a horſe: we know where he'll ride. 


Let them walk, trot, cr gallop, but ſend them 
from hence. 
Nor to ſound my dear countrymen, ſacrifice ſenſe ; 
6 Our 


| (23 } 
Our wit is invaded, reſiſt now or never, 
And defend common ſenſe, and Old Exglaud for 


ever. 
The laſt Song, and general Chorus. 


Of love, wit, and wine, our ſongs we'll raiſe, 
The tripple alliance we re boatting 3 ; 

Wich wit we can celebrate beauty's praiſe, 
With wine we thole beauties are toaſting: 

Jo Portugal's paint, or opera airs, 
We never will be in debt, ah! 

Pure white and red blooms in the face of our fair, 
And wit has eclips'd the burletta. 


Then in chorus join 
To love, wit, and wine, 
And ſound them forth clever, 
Jo thoſe men of taſte, 
Who on love and wit feaſt, 
Of Old England, Old England, 
Huzza ! Old England for ever. 


7 7 1 felloxeing Song 75 introduced i te ft AF. 
\ HEN Phmpus the tops of the hills does a- 


dorn, 
Lou u get is the ſound of the ecchoing horn! 

W hen the antled ſtag is rous'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground; 
And'1 thiuks he has left us behindom the plain: ES 

Bur kill we purſue, 
und now come in view 
Of the glorious game. 


Oh! ſee, how again he rears up his head, 

And wing 'd with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed. 

But, ah, 'tis in vain ! tis in vain that he flies, 

That his eves loſe the huntſmen; his ears loſe the 

cries; 

For now kis ſtrength fails him, he heavily ſighs, 
And he pants pants 

Till with well- ſcented hounds ſurrounded he dies. 

Tantaron Tantaron—he dies. 


2. 


EPILOGUE. 


To the Y /ong, firs, excuſe, 

tune of And pardon my m/e, 

come let us ( for once ſhe appears as a joker ; 
prepare we f The town taſte I'll ſhea, 

brothers | And the awhole criſs- -erofs-roxe, 

that are 3 Put into the tune Al1iy CROKER, 


To the Great A was 1 d at B's bad behaviour, 
2 get a Haha 3 H, 1, X and >: 


M marry 'Z Mary and Schulars tanght te 
CROKER,. 1 cl, 


4B, C, D. . x. G. Ju J. K. L. ML. 


It wont hard at firſt with N, O, P and 
With R, S, T. fingle V and likeaviyc ans Ir, 
With X and it ftuck in their gizzard; 
Till all were mad: friends by the two ce Ze. 
Oh rare + umpback” da A.. 


Theje words have no ity 
The” the tune they may hit, 
But tee 6h ht to find uit in a tun c; 
Did the town reli lenje, 
We'd they run < S771 ce, 
To Burlettas of S. gu, Buri oond, 


The old fellow": far, 
With his grunt and grimmace 
And his bad teeth ſte ton E a grinnd ; 
Th xe can't underſtand "i 
We muſt needs commend him, 


Ind up muſt cc mis NICOLINA, 


Fn t- | 


The S»mgs lere GRIN NX are in number, fourtzen ; the | 
| Songs in GRIN N (mt numbered) are twelve, ſo that 
the number of the next ſong is 27. F 


SONG 27. 


| Al R's my Lucy as the day, 
Brighter than the blooming May : 
Curt revels in her eyes; 


On her lips rich Nectar lies. 


When ſhe moves, 'tis Juno walks; 
When ſhe ſpeaks, Mix ERV talks; 
When ſhe ſings, th' angelic ſtrain | 
Might aſſuage the fierceſt pain. 


Claſp'd within her ſnowy arms, | 
Bleit with all her world of charms ; | 
Let me thus enthron'd expue ; | 1 
God's! 'tis all that I deſire. | | 


SONG 28. The Ballad of King Jorw 
and the Abbot of Canterbury. | 


[This ancient ballad is inſerted agreeable to our preface, | 
avherein ve have laid it down as part of our plan, to pre- | 
ſent the reader with the original ſong, old or new, referred 
to for the tune, (uo. already taken into this work) im- 
mediatcly before or after the Jong we may firſt have occaſion 
10 refer from. Jong 29 being to the old tune original; | 
compoſed for the following ballad, ſaid ballad, therefore, 


is intitled to this place in our colle1on.} | 


LL tell you a ftory, a ftory anon, 
I Of a noble prince, and his name was king Joux; 
For he was a prince, a priuce of great might, 
He held up great wrongs, and he put down great Right, 
- Derry deten, d zun, hey derry dowwire 


Il tell you a ſtory, a ſtory ſo merry, 
Concerning the abbot ot Cont; by ; 


:- And 


1 26 ] 


And of his houſe-keeping and high renown, 
Which made him repair to fair London town. 


How now, brother Abbot! 'tis told unto me, 
That thou keep'ſt a far better houſe than I; 
And for thy houſe-keeping and high renown, 

I fear thou haſt treaſon againſt my crown. 


I hope my liege, that you owe me no grudge, 
For ſpending of my true gotten goods; 
If thou doſt not anſwer me queſtions three, 
Thy head ſhall be taken from thy body. 


When I am ſet on my ſteed ſo high, 
With my crown of gold upon my head; 
Amongſt all my nobility, with joy and much mirtu, 
Thou muſt tell me to one penny what I am worth. 


And the next queſtion you mult not flout, 
How long 1 ſhall be riding the world about ? 
And the third queſtion thou mult not ſhrink, 
But tell to me truly what I do thiak. 


O theſe are hard queſtions for my ſhallow wit, 
For I cannot anſwer your grace as yet; 
But if you will give me three days ſpace, 
I' do my endeavour to anſwer your grace. 


O three days ſpace I will thee give, 
For that is the longeſt day thou haſt to ite; 
And if thou doſt not anſwer theſe queſtions right, 
Thy head ſhall be taken from thy body quite. 


And as the ſhepherd was going to his fold, 
He ſpy'd the old Abbot come riding along; 
How cow maſter Abbot, you're welcome home, 
What news have you brought from good king Joux. 


Sad news, fad news, I have thee to give, 
For I have but three days ſpace for to live ; 
If I do not an ſwer him queſtions three, 


My head will be taken trom my body. 


When 


hk. ee bed 


| 
\ 


( 27 J 
When he is ſet on his ſteed ſo high, 
With bis crown of gold upon his head; 


Amongit all his nobility, with joy and much mirth, 


I mult tell him to one penny what he is worth. 


And the next queſtion I muſt not flout, 
How long he ſhall be riding the world about ; 
And the third queſtion I muſt not ſhrink, 

But tell to him truly what he does think. 


O maſter did you never hear it yet, 
That a fool may learn a wife man wit? 
Lend me but your horſe and your apparel, 
J'll ride to fair London and anſwer the quarrel. 


Now I am ſet on my ſteed ſo high, 
With my crown of gold upon my head ; 


Amongſt all my nobility, with joy and much mirth, 


Now tell me to one penny what I am worth. 


For thirty pence our Saviour was ſold, 
Amongſt the falfe Jews, as you have been told; 
And nine and twenty's the worth of thee, 

For I think thou art one penny worſer than he. 


And the next queſtion thon maiſt not flout, 
How long I ſhall be riding the world about? 


You mutt riſe with the ſun, and ride with the ſame, 


Untill the next morning he riſes again. 


And then J am ſure, you will make no doubt, 
But in twenty four hours you'll ride it about ; 
Anc the third queſtion thou mult not ſhcink, 
But tell me truly what I do think. 


All that I can do, and” twill make your heart merry, 


For you think I'm the Abbot of Canterbury; 
But I'm his poor ſhepherd as you may ſee, 
And am come to beg pardon for he and for me. 


The king he turn'd him about, and did ſmile, 
Saying thou ſhalt be Abbot the other while ; 
O no my grace, there is no ſuch need, 
For I can neither write or read. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


[ 28 J 
Then four pounds a week will I give unto thee, 
For this merry true jeſt thou haſt told unto me ; | 
And tell the old Abbot when thou comeſt home, 
hou haſt brought him a pardon from good king Joux. | 


SONG 29. 


The Invitation to Dr. Le HunT's, ot Branen's-tozvn in 
the county of Dublin. — To the tune of the foregoing ballad. 


, WAS eatrly I roſe, fo reſplendent the day, 
The birds were deluded, and took it for May. 
The Throftle's clear note, eccho'd loud thro? the groves, 
And the Wood-queſts all round me fat cooing their loves. 
Derry down, down, &C. 


The lambs newly drop'd, tho? ſcarce able to ſtand, 
Yet ſtrove to evade the Fond touch of my hand ; 

By inſtinct directed, fo early to ken, 

No foes can approach 'em more hurtful than men. 


A trein of reflections ſoon buſy'd my mind, 
On reaſon, the bubbling boaſt of mankind ; 
Who tear the poor dupe, whilſt they ſeem to careſs, 
And accumulate wealth, by each other's diſtreſs. 


With muſing fatigu'd, on the graſs I reclin'd, 
Where a brook thro” the glen doth invitingly wind. 
And as o'er the ſmooth pebbles it gently did creep, 
The muſical murmur compos'd me to ſleep. 


When ſtrait by my ſide there appear'd a fair maid, 
In veſtments as white as the lilly array'd ; 
Whoſe ruddy complexion, and glee of whoſe face, 
Shew'd health had a ſovereign ſway in the place. 


« Your cenſures are raſh,” ſaid me, why for a few, 


* Shou'd you judge the whole world to be falſe and 
*+ untrue F 


« Come 


20 ] 
* 1 1 - » 
© Cour ty Bani tern? hOuie on the top of the hill, 
« And vouur ſplenatic to:mours we'll teach vou to kill. 


© With all that the eye can take in, of delight; 5 
„Wich all that the hcart conceives virtuous and r1g 1 
« With all that brings mirth, and gives vapours the 

$*. rout, ; 
« 'n engage you'll be pleaſed both within and with- 
out.“ 


1 thank'd her, —but told her I coudn't that dar, 
For I din'd with the *ſquire * and good Mrs. BRA. 
« Be it ſoon,” the replied, ** or I take an afffont; 


Cox ENT is my name, and [ live with Le Het. 


SONG 30. 


OUNG Kirry, blooming, gay and fatr, 
Has drove five hundred to deſpuit- 

Where e'er the wanton darts her eyes. 

Down drops the bleeding ſacrifice. 


F*en hoary ſages, they too feel 
She ſtabs with ſomething worſe than itecl ; 
But practiſe freely rules I give, 
And fpite of Kir x you ſhall live. 


C 3 No 


** 


Nranen c tcam, a ſeat in the county cf Dublin; the tra- 
pri ty ef Dr. Le Hur, a phrſician of great eminence, but 
who hed retir'd from practice fome years before the abowe cut 
wwrete : a gentleman, <voho, Herr his excenfive charities, be. 
ned eltuce, and great affabiluy, rendered him. if uſiv belowed 
by very perſon happy enoveh to be argudinted <vith him. He 
rr [once dead, avhen the mary =vhe fleed in ned of lis :liſftance 
bel a mit <aluable tenerater; and . thoſe Ss ict ct, a 
/-nccre /riend and arable cempanicu. 


hd 
- 


Joux Aba, of Kilternan, Fl; i 


[ 30 } 
No longer think on ſuch a face, 
Completely form'd to damn your race : 
The playhouſe, ball, and route refrain; 
They but augment the lover's pain. 


Were KitTy kind it ſoon might end: 
A bottle is a laſting friend. . 
Ten thouſand Cupids ſhould ſhe call, 
In claret you may drown them all. 


SONG 31. The Lover's Reſolve. 


* HE Nymph that I love is a dangerous fair ; 
Her eyes dart ſo fercely; her breaſts do ſo 
heave ; 
\\henever I ſpeak, ſhe's fo croſs, I declare; 
do nought all the day but torment me, and grieve.— 
But if once I ſhould get, 
My fair one, my Berr, 
lo yonder green arbor, ſurrounded with ſweets ; 
Where violet and primroſe, 
And woodbine there too grows ; 
Let her frown as ſhe will, — I'll feel how her heart beats. 


If gently ſhe take it, I'll ply her more cloſe : — 
Yonng Cvue1D, play round, and excite her to love; 
Shou'd ſhe take kind my vow, I'll double the doſe, 
And preſs her of joys the ſublimeſt to prove,— 
For the ſlight and the pain, 
Fhat I late did ſuſtain, 
I ſeek from the wanton an ample return; 
No time to be cruel, 
I'll give my dear jewel; 


But lay on thy altar the maid till ſhe burn. 
SONG 22. 


A Duett between a Sailor and his Wife. 


She. OW loth am I ſtill to believe you. 
Again to the dangerou deep? | 
Blow the gale c're ſo mild--how *twill grieve me! 
Think then if Sus aN NAH can ſleep! 


He 


She. 


She. 


zr ! 

Sweet Suse forbear, my dear child; 
Can a coward e' er merit thy charms ? 
Shall my king by the French be beguil'd ! 

Whillt I ſleep at eaſe in thy arms? 


No, no, my dear Ronin, conceive me, 
To Gon I would ſtill have you true; 
Yet may be for ever you leave me, 
And ſhall not tears trickle for you ? 


Chear up, you fool, ſure you don't know 
How trifling the dread of to-day ; 

Don't we fail with Boscawen and Hows ? 
They'll be damnd e're they come in our way. 


Nay, Rosin, if that be the caſe, 
We've little occaſion to fear ; 

Then let's have one parting embrace. 
Adieu to thee, Romin, my dear! 


One other, ——one other embrace 
Adieu to thee, Romin, my dear. 


One other one other embrace 
Adieu to thee, SusE v, my dear. 


SONG 33. The Good Fellow. 


D IST ANT fly thee, carping care, 


From the ſpot where I do dwell ;—— 


Rigid mortals come not there ; 


Frowns begone to hermit cell: 


But let me hve the life of ſouls, 
With love, and laugh, and flowing bowls. 


Miſer with thy paltry pelf, 
I give *painſt thee my hate its ſcope ; 
Wretch, that liv'ſt but for thyſelf, 
With heart of ruſt that cannot ope.— 


Fly, bird of night, from ſun and ſouls, 
That love and laugh o'er flowing bowls, 


Who 
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wo cau let the penſive go, 

Or the eye that drops a tear; 
And not weed their minds of woe, 
May not dare to peep in here. | 

Who can't be friends can ne'er be ſouls, 
Nor e'er ſhall quaff our flowing bowls. —— 


Joys on joys, O let me taſte ; 
Health and mirth, dwell in my gate; 
Whilſt with eaſe my ſand doſt waſte, 
Whilſt I bleſs the book of fate. 
That let's me live the life of ſouls, 
With love and laugh, and flowing bowls. 


SONG 434 The Chimney Sweeper. 


N various ſhapes I've oft been known, 
To pleaſe your ears and eyes; 
Nor I the only one in town, 
That wears the black diſguiſe. 
Sweep ! fewrep ! Saveep ! — foot bo“ 


In ſpite of mocks, or flouts, or fleers, 
A truth I mutc impart ; 

No chimney half ſo foul appears, 
As doth the human heart. 


'The learned lawyers cou'd F win 
To give their briefs to me; 
From foul demurs, and many a fin, 


My bruſh ſhou'd ſet them free. 


Obſerve the doCtors as they roll, 
To ſcrape from all Degrees ; 

Much ſweeping wants each footy ſoul, 
All clogg'd with filthy tees. 


Behold yon prieft, fo neat and trim, 
That vicious. reverend beau. — 

There's no ſuch thing as cleanſing him, 
The Devil and I do know 


Th- 
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The ſtateſman with that brow feverc, 
Had been as well forgot; 

His conſcience is as ermin clear, 
And therefore needs me not. 


SONG z 


TRANGER to the penſixe bro, 
k To the boſom damp'd with care, 
To the languid love-fick vow, 
All the plagues that great ones ſhare , 
Waiter, bring me t'other Ra, 
Twill make * ſy, a lender taſk, 


(1 
* 


Bane to me the plaintive ſigh, 
I doat on jolly cheek and red, 
Hence, far hence, the woe worn eve, 
And come, briſk laughter, in its ſtead. 
Away and crown our flaſks and bow]1:, 
For night's the holiday of ſouls. 


Jove may give to whom he will, 
Treaſures of the golden mine: 
Devotce to Baccavs ſtill, 
I'll never ſeek another ſhrine; 
But fing and dance and kiſs and quaft, 
And make the world a world of laugh. 


SONG 56. 


A T Baliydaff hill there dwelt an old pair, 

And it may be they dwell there ſtill ; 

Much riches indeed didn't fall to their ſhare, 
They kept a ſmall farm and a mill. 


But fully content with what they did pet, 

They knew nought of guile or of arts ; 
One daughter they had, her name it wa: Ber, 
And the was the joy of their hats, 


if 
| 

1 
1 
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Nuc-brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtrait, 
Her eyes were as black as a ſloe, 

Her teeth were milk-white, full ſmart was her gait, 
And as ſleek was her ſkin as a doe. 


Il dark were the clouds, and the rain it did pour, 
No bit of true blue cou'd be ſpy'd ; 

A child numb'd with cold came and knock'd at the door, 
It's mam it had loſt, and it cry'd. 


Young BET was as mild as a morn of ſweet May, 
The babe ſhe hugg'd cloſe to her breaft ; 

She chaf'd him all o'er, and he ſmil'd as he lay, 
She cuddl'd and lull'd him to reſt. 


But who do vou think was this very fine prize ? 
Why, Love, the young maſter of arts : 

As ſoon as he wak'd he ſhook off his diſguiſe, 
And ſhew'd her his wings and his darts. 


Queth he, Lam Curd, but be not afraid, 
Tbo' all I make ſhake at my will; 

So good and fo kind is your heart, my fair maid, 
No harm ſhall you feel from my ſxill. 


My mother ne'er dealt with more fondneſ, by me; 
As ſuch I ſhall look on you ſtill: 

Fake my bow and my darts, and be greater than ſhe, 
The Venus of Batlyduff-hill. 


SONG 27. 4 Hunting Cantata. 


RECITATIVE. 


F HE high-pois'd lark, ſalutes the opening dawn; 
The dripping cowflips rear their dewy heads; 
Acroſs the copſe the ruddy milkmaid chants, 

And PnzzBus tints with gold his H7c&/aw hills. 


A1R. 


With auell ſcented hoands, an.l xwith jolly-ton'd horn, 
IF! ronje the proud ſtag wwiih the firfl of the mern. 


Ser, 


S2 


„„ 


E 1 


See, fee from the covert, how |. outly he ſprings © 
Hark ! hark ! the pack opens ;—'tis muft« for kings: 
With ſcorn ard diſdain how he ſuuffs up the cui, 
He leaf the park wall, and he throws 1 behind. 
No more he perceives us, gets rid of his pain; 
Tan ta ra, ſays echa !——They're with you ag in. 


Thre' woodlands then he leads the ſweep, 
He fords the river, climbs the ſtecp; 
The brow he gains, —he flops, — he turns, 


Ile fears, —he panti——he chills——he burns ! 


To the herd then he ſcowers amain; 
His ſuit to 1he herd proves in vain ; 
He faints !—— he drops !/——the hunt/man cries 
Dreads] dent! ware Haunch !-—he dies, he dies. 


SONG 38 The Tutor. 


"THEN JrxxrY the gay I firſt courted to wed, 
V Whole rheams I of love to her ſent ; 
But back the return'd them, and ſcornfully ſaid, 
That ſhe cou'dn't tel! what the fool meant. 


Re ſolv'd not to give up the matter ſo tame. 
I follow'd wherever ſhe went; 


At the park,—at the play, —at the route *twas the ſame ; 
Still ſhe cou'dn't tell what the fool meant. 


Her maid was my friend; and advis'd me 
Or ette l had quitted the ſcent ; 

For my tale ſhe wou'd ftop, if my lips I did ope, 
With ſhe cou'dn't tell what the fool meant. 


to hope; 


But Mo:.LY, in lieu of a handfull of gold, 
In the chamber of ][rxxy me pent; 


Three long hours and more I lay ſhiv'rins with cold 
. - * - - 2 ? 
That the girl might know what the fool ineunt, — 


But what are theſe hours, nay threeſcore and three. 
To be crown'd at the laſt with content; 


Young JexxY's no longer hard hearted to me, 
Since I ſhew'd her what "tas th 


2 tcul meant. 


SONG 
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F SONG 29. 


OM booze, my lads, booze; puſh the bottle 
about, 
Ye ninnies for whom wou'd you fave ? 
Your vite, with her fondneſs, who makes ſuch a rout, 
She'll laugh 'er you're cold in your grave. 
Mankind are mere ſhams wear what vizors they pleaſe ; 
The only true friends are fair bumpers and cale. 


Do you ſcrape for a ſon, whom with coſt and with care 
You have hitherto anxiouſly bred ? 

The hrſt in the chamber ſhall be the young heir, 
To pluck pillow from under your head. 

Nunc, nun” ft bibendum, our motto you ſee, 

Stick, Aick to it cloſe, and be happy as we. 


For friend, or for miſtreſs ar't heaping thy ſtore ? 
Ah trifler but little you know! 

An ear-ring perverts your bright ſaint to a We; 
Diſtreſs of your triend makes a foe. 

What need of advice againſt hoarding of pelf ? 

M bumper, a bumper will ſpeak for itſelf. 


Ilaſte, haſte ve to us, and but do as we do, 
Ll warrant you ne'er will repent : 

The tale cf a tub is both merry and true, 
Inc'er knew what other tales meant. 

et 'em preach, let 'em fight, let 'em cavil and braw!l. 

A bumper and eaſe I prefer to em all. 


SONG 40. 
1 T all the painters on earth pain: 


The dames of town or valley; 
Their warmeſt beauties arc but faint, 
Compar'd to thoſe of SALLY. 


Ye bucks and beaux, with jemmy cloaths, 
Who rant, and rake, and rally; 

With Nel and Porr, and drabs like thoſe, 
You'll never do for SALLY. 


Her 
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Her eyes are black, and pierce fo quick, 
"Tis dang'rous work to dajly ;— 
I'm ſure I ne'er was half ſo fick 
As I've been made by SaLLY. 


Iller ſhape is ſtrait, her boſom white: 
Deſcribe her full, how ſhall I? 
All that can give ſupreme delight, 
Exiſts at once in SALLY. 


But, curſe on fortune, ſhe will toy :— 
Whilſt kings might fight for SaLLY ; 
| Why will ſhe keep the Nat: Boy 
And live in Copper-iiley ?—— 


SONG ai. Sup in ie charatter of CH a- 
RON. 


Tune: The Abbot of Canterbury :- Ae fee in 
pe ge 25 


Plague on the F.nx!ith commAnders, for me, 
North and ſouth, caſt and well, from the land 
and the fra, 
They mow dou n fur h heaps of the raſcally French, 
I'm as ſick of my bout, as a judge of his bench. 


Derry down, down, hey derry daun. 


I wiſh on their fyords I cou'd fi but a ſpell ; 
There isn't a grain of true comfort in hell. 
In ſuch ſhoals they arrive, and make ſuch a d—n'd riot, 
One can't take a ſup of one's biimſtone iu quiet. 


Whole armies come yonder, as J am alive, 
| Of Blacks aad Mulattoes, from thundering Crivs. 
| I with his good king won'd command him to Britain, 
Or elſe this d—n'd fuſs we tall never be quit on. 
Ay !—rore till your hearts ach, I'm deaf as the tide, 
Neither I or my wherry, ſuch til can abide ; 
A..d if PLuTo don't cnſe me of ſome o'this pother, 
Let his devilſiip row, or elſe get him another. 


D t Odſo 


( 33 ] 


Odſo la good thought is juſt come in my head, 
To Lovis young Mercury ſtrait ſhall be ſped ; 
His flat. bottom 3 ſure he will not refuſe, 

He may very well ſpare, what he never can uſe. 


SONG 422. 
Tune : The Tw ITCHER : which ſee next after this fong. 


P may prate 
On affairs of the ſtate, 
And wrangle and make a great route; 
But our voices we'll join 
In the praiſe of good wine, 
So my friends puſh the bottle about, bade b3;5, 
So my friends puſh the bottle about. ; 


"Tis this makes us bold 
And will keep out the cold, 
Such virtues in claret combine; 
While the flaſk is in view, 
Our joys arc ſtill new, 
And our cares are all drown'd in good ine, brows by, 


&C. 
That ſcilow's an aſs, 1 
Who would ſneak from his glaſs, 
For ſome inſolent CLoz to whine ; < | 
Let bim come no more here, 8 


Ft For by Bacchus I ſwear, 
[ He's not worthy to taſte of our wine, brave boys, &c. 


The neQar of old, w 
That ſo much is extoll'd, ö 
1 Which the deities drink when they dine; 
Fl Let none hencc deceive ye, | p 
For if you'll beheve me, g 
Their nectar's no more than good wine, brave boys, &c. 


| Thoſe hero's ſo ſtout, 
| Who our enemies route, 


And | 
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And to glory ſo much do incline; 
Was the flaſk out of ſight, 
They no longer could fight, 
So the praiſe is all due to good wine, brave boys, &c. 


The poet whoſe wit, 
Each humour can hit, 
Who with rapture makes flow ev'ry line; 
What tho” he may chuſe, 
Other names for his muſe, 
Yet the name of the muſe—is good wine, brave b:ys, &c. 


The prieſt ſo devout, 

His text to help out, 
Seeks relief in his cardinal fine; 

After taking a ſup, 

From a full flowing cup, 
Cries There's nothing on earth like good wine.“ 
| rave boys, YC. 


To ſum up my long, * 
That you may'nt think it long, , 
Tho” the ſubje& you'll own is divine; 
From the ealt to the weſt 
| By all folks 'tis confeſt, 
That there's nothing can equal good wine, brave teys, 
&C. 


SONG 43. The Twilcler: aa bid fong. 


Damſel, I'm told, 
Of delicate mold, 
Whole father was dead, to enrich her, 
Of all her fine things, 
Lace, ribbons, and rings, 
Priz'd nothing fo much as her twitcher, poop 7, 
Priz'd nething ſo much as her twitcher., 5 


The youths all around, 
Wich courtſhip proſound, 
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Try'd every art to bewitch her: 
But ſhe was ſo ckaſte, 
She'd not be embrac'd 
By any thing elſe but her twitcher, Heer gu, &c. 


Each offer'd his pelf, 

þ In exchange for herſelf, 

If to him the parſon might ſtitch her; 

i But fill the reply'd, 

| She'd never be ty'd 

To any thing elſe but her twitcher, Por girl, &c. 


But Cuyiyd, grown wild, - 
To ſee himſelf foil'd, 
Reſolv'd to find ways to bewitch her, 
Ard humble her pride, 
Whatever betide, | 


He ſcorn'd to give way to the twitcher, poor girl,” &c. 


Briſk Srxrrnox, the young, 

Whoſe amorous tongue 
Was baited with words to bewitch her, 

The god did prepare, 

To combat the fair, | 
And try'd to out- rival her twitcher, pocy girl, &c. 


Young STREPRON Crew nigh her, 
And fluſh'd with deſire, 
Try'd kiſſes and oaths to bewitch her, 
iF He prattl'd and toy'd, 
"* But flill the reply'd, 
| | Piſh, let go the hold of my twitcher, pr grrl, &c. 


Bu this cunning ſpark, 
| So well took his mark, 
$i He ſou d out the way to o'er- reach her; 
H- gave her a trip, 
Wi h heppen'd to flip 55 
Tas my :i.Ccal knot of her twitcher, poor girl, &c. 


And thus ba ing ended 
The thing he intended, 
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Who knows what he did to bewitch her, 
She cry'd, no, no, no; | 
But yet I can't go: ; | 
Now do hat you will with my twitcher, , 573, &C. 


| SONG 44 1 Hunting Cantata. 
REciTATIVE. 


OW pee: the rudy dawn oer mountain top, 
Its different notes each fcather'd warbler tunes, 
The milkma'id's carrol glads the plonghman's ear, 
The jolly huntfman winds his chear tal hora, 
And the ſtauuch pack r: turn the le falutr, 


AIR. 


The haunds are unkenneÞd, and new, 

pyro the copſe and the furze will we lead, 

Till awe reach yonder farm on the brow, 

For there lurks the thief that muſt bleed. 

I told you fo, didn't I ?—ſee where he flies : 

Teuas Bellman that cpen'd, fo ſure the fox dies. 
Let the horn's jolly found 
Encourage the hound, 

And float thro” the ecchoing ties. 


REciTaAaTivE. 


The chace began, nor rock, nor flood, nor ſwamr, 
Quickſet, or gate, the thundering courle tetard; 
Till the dead notes proclaim the fallen prey, 
Then to the ſportive *ſquire's capaciↄus bowl. 


AIR. 


ö O'er that and old beer of his 6501, 
| That is found, bright, aud wwhaolome awe'll feng, 
Drink ſucceſs to great GEORGE ond bis crown, 
For each heart to a w:an's <vith the king. 
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And next auill aue fill to Jove's favorite ſcene, 
Ihe rich iſle of Saints, Hibernia I mean ; 
IF here m'n, horſes and hounds, 
Can be /topt by no bonnds, 
Fer no {fot on the earth ee bred ſporters fo keen. 


SONG 45. The Clnice Sptrits Lottery. 


Tune The Big-belly'd Bottle: ie te next after 
this ſong. 


* E national ſchemers a While give me leave, 

A ſcheme Ill advance that ſhall no one deceive; 
No humbug I mean, ſet on foot by the great, 

Pho” a lottery's my ſcheme—it is not ot late. 


No hazards your tickets divide into hhares, 
Fo plunder your pockets and heighten your cares, 
Jo blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign, 
The wheel is good-humour'd, the prize is—good wine. 


From a ſcheme ſuch as this, hat delight muſt accrue, 
To a people who always give Bacchus his due. 
Choice god of the grape, by thy virtues inſpir'd, 

The cauſe I'll relate you, ſo juftly admir'd. 


'Tis wine gives that freedom we always maintain, 
The ſlave filPd with claret deſpiſes his chain; 
"is wine gives us wit and enobles our ſenſe, 
And aids fancy's flight as new ſpirits commence, 


Ihe liero afpires ta conqueſt and arms; 
The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſſes charms; 
The preacker delivers his precepts ſo fine, 
Replete with the pow'r-giving juice of the vine, 


Tien our lottery attend, all who love friſk and fun, 
You are ſure of a prize, for no more than a crown ; 
AeoL10 and Bacchus here jointly agree, 

To take off the hyp and renew you with glee. 


Let the vot'ry of Pl urus who values his pelf, 
To be happy for ene: ſteal a crown from himſel*; 


* 


Ye 
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Ye ſons of the turf, leave your tricking and lie, 
The whole courſe is a blank—here you are ſure of a 
prize. 


Ye lovers, ye fops, or whatever may pleaſe. 
Leave your fighing and care, here you'll quickly find 
eaſe; | 
Old and young, great and little, atten to my call, 
This evening we draw fir, at- Counts 


SONG 46. Bir Lelhyd Bulle. 


IE women all tell me! am falſe to my laſs, 
1 That 1 quit my pour CLoe, and flick to my glaſs; 
But to you men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own, 

And if you don't like them, why let them alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the truth Þ11 declare, 
I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair, 
But ſuch goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Cros had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own, 
But though ſhe cou'd ſmile, yet in truth, ſhe cou'd 
| frown ; | 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 
Did ye &er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine ? 


Her lilies and roſes are juft in their prime, 
Vet lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time; 
But to wine, from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better the older it grows. 


They tell me, my love would in time have been 
cloy'd, 
And that beauty's infipid, when once it's enjoy'd ; 
But in wiae I both time and enjoyment defy, 
For the Jonger I drink, the more thirſty am J. 


Let battles, and murders, and hiſtory prove 
The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love ; 
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But in drinking, thank Heaven, no rival contends, 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are friends, 


She too might have poiſon'd the joys of my life, 
With nurſes, and babies, and ſqualling, and ſtrife; 
But my wine, neither nurſes or babies can bring: 


Why, a big belly'd bettle's a mighty good thing. 


; We thorten our days when with love we engage, 
[ le brings on diſeaſes, and haſters old age; 
But wine from grim death can its votaries fave, 
| and keep out t'other leg, when there's owe in the grave. 


| 
Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their word, 
| | She had left me to get an eſtate, oralord; 
1 Put my bumper, regarding nor title nor pelf, 
| | Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by my ſelf. 
| 
| 


Thea let my dear Cros no longer complain; 
<he's rid of hier lover, and I of my pain: 
Lor in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy, 
Should you doubt what I fay,—take a bumper and try. 


SONG 47. Anſwer to ile foregoing. 
To the ſame tune, 


OR ſhame, men of reaſon will think you an aſs, 
To prefer before women your bottle and glaſs, 
For ſurely, the choiceſt of liquors could ne'er; 
With the charms of a beautiful woman compare. 


You ſay of good wine that you never can cloy : 
It does both your health and your ſenſes deſtroy ; 
Beſides the beit liquor, whatever you boaſt, 
Would drink but inſipid, without a fair toaſt. 


What if CLoz could frown, that cloud would ſoon 
clear, 
And ſhe might again with all ſweetneſs appear; 
But wine, when once ſour'd, all art is in vain, 
For it ne'er can be brought to perfection again. 


Tho“ 
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Tho? in praiſe of big bottles you merrily write, 
Yet our nurſes, and babes, give us laſting delight, 
For in time, they ſerve both their country and king, 
So a big belly'd wife is a much better thing. 


SONG 48. Voman. 


O longer let whimſical ſongſters compare, _ 
The merits of wine with the charms of the fair; 
I appeal to the men to determine between 

A tun-bellied Baconvus, and beauty's fair queen. 

A tun bellied Bacchus, Sc. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I reſign, 
For tho” there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in wine ; 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile, 
'Tis the mention of Cros that makes the glaſs ſmile. 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 
And the more I behold her, the more I admire; 
But the charms of her temper and mind I adore, 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no more, 


How happy our days when with love we engage ! 
'Tis the tran{port of youth, 'tis the comfort of age; 
But what are the joys of the bottle or bowl? 

Wine tick!es the taſte, love enraptures the ſoul. 


A ſot, as he riots in quer, will cry. 
The longer I drink the more thirſty am I; 
From this fair confefiion, *tis plain, my gogd friend, 
You're a toper eternal, and driuk to no end, 


Your big-bellied bottle may raviſh your eye, 
But how fooliſh you'll look, when your bottle is d-! 
From woman, dear woman, .fwert pleaſure muſt {p1ing 


. * * » 
Nay the Roics muſt on 1t,—hic is the beſt thing. 


Yet ſome praiſes to wine, ve may juſtly afford, 
For a time it will make one as great as a lord; 
But woman for ever gives tranſport to man, 

And I'll lac the dea fex—aye, as long as I can. 


D 5 8 ON 
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SONG 49. The Antwallic Maſon's Song. 


IF wond'ring world with curious eye, 
Into our myſtery would pry ; 
E'en men of higheſt ſtations, 
With fond ambition long to ſcan 


The woll-concerted deep-laid plan 


Of Antigallic maſons. 


Our prefident, whoſe plorious name 

Stands high advanc'd by loud-mouth'd fame, 
Has dignify'd our choice; 

If zeal for GeorGE, if freedom's cauſe, 

If public virtue claims applauſe, 
We mult in him rejoice. 


He bids it boldly be reveal'd, 
The ſecret hitherto conceal'd, 

The only one we've made : 
'That all we wiſh or could advance, 
FT; triumph o'er the power of France, 

And our chief blcfling, trade. 


SONG 50. 


n being proſent at a great meeting of Eſalm. fingers, to per- 
form at**** church near Cork, on Sunday the 29th of June. 


Tune: Ye beaux and belles of Mallow Wells, 
Sc. which /ce in the firſt wel. 


ROM ſocial D 5 friendly farm, 
To church we rode ; 


V; here, to protect our ſouls from harm, 
We * the word of God. 


Chaunters, from far and near, that day 
Had been for months expected; | 

And Jonxs and Joans, as blith as May, 
In crowds were there collected. 


On 
- . . 
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On horſes lame and blind they came, 
And ſome on foot did run; 

And there was ale, and cakes, and game : 
"Twas to a wake, all one. 


's rev'rend ſubſtitute was dull; 
The clerk had bung'd his eyes; 

The weather hot, the church brimfull : 
I thought 'twas time to riſe. 


No, whiſper'd BEN, altho' I'm tir'd 

Of ſtuff not worth a farthing 3 

I can't go out, *twill be admir'd, 
Becauſe I'm now church warden. 


S 


But look amongſt our pews and ſay, 
If in all Dublin city, 

Girls may be found ſo briſk and gay, 
So taper and ſo pretty? 


Around I threw my wand'ring eyes, 
And tho” in courts they've been, 

I there declare without diſguiſe, 
More charming was the icene. 


A native innocence there reign'd 
In ev'ry blooming face : 

Superior praiſes none obtain'd, 
For each had equal grace. 


Sure never were ſo fair a ſet, 
Aſſembl'd in a ring; 

Nor e'er before ſuch angels met, 
To hear ſuch mortals ing. 


SONG S1. Friendly Advice ie an extra- 


vga yeuns lady of the town. 


FT HE abject traſh of renal] things, 
With juſtice you deſpiſe ; 

Accurs'd the pen, that meaus to bring, 
A tear rom S——y” gs. 
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Yet, brighter than the radiant morn, 
Or poet can conceive ; 
Moſt angel-like, tho' mortal born, 
A friendly truth believe. 


A time will come, be ſure, dear maid, 
When you no more ſhall run, 

The giddy circle now you tread, 
Nor ſwains be more undone. 


We have CRARLOr TE, BeTtsty, Harrior known, 
Attract the crowd by turns; 


But ah !—how alter'd now, and down ! 
How low love's fire burns ! 


To hoard with care the glittering dirt, 
All other thoughts expel ; 

And when nor pique, or vogue can hurt, 
Say I advis'd you well. 


SONG Fa. The Happy Bacchalians. 


F. LL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
Laugh, and lordly care deſpiſe ;. 
Sorrow ne'er can bring relief, 
Joys from drinking will ariſe ; 
Why ſhould we with worldly care, 
S poil what nature made ſo fair? 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt; 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire, 
Give me freedom, give me health, 
That's the ſum of my deſire : 
What the world can more preſent, 
Will not add to my content. 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Quiet of mind is always beſt, 


Buſy 
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Buſy brains, we know, alas! 

Wich imagination run, 
Like the ſand i' th' hour-glaſs, 

Runs, and runs, and itill runs on; 
Never knowing where to ſtay ; 
But uneaſy every way. 

Drink, and fet your hearts at reſt, 
cace of mind is always beſt. 


Mirth, when mingled with our wine, 

Mab the heart alert and free; 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or thine, 

Still the ſame thing it is with me; 
There's no fence againſt our fate, 
Changes daily on us wait. 

Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt, 


SONG 53. On a miller in love 
pretty ladies. 


O tool of ſtate, 
And ſcratch thy pate,. 
And tear thy lungs to tatters : 
Now in, now out, 
Take t'other bout ; 
I fing of country matters, 


Te court, 'tis true, 

Hus charms for you; 
But take it not in joke, fir ; 

W'.en I declare, 

ur ſtring and ftar 


Mere baubles are at S—— ke, fir. 


Ambitton here, 
Did ne'er appear ; 
Your ſun-ſhine we deſpiſe, fir; 
We've all we afk, 
When we can baſk 
In Por and BETSET's eyes, fir. 


 2e1th two 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe lovely maids, 
To maſquerades, 
Altho' they've not been bred, fir ; 
In rural dance, 


Might challenge France, 
And put their dames to bed, fir. 


Like light'ning ſhine 
Their eyes divine, 
They're ſtrait and handſome grown, fir; 
And tho? you ſee, 
No lady B , 
Their faces are their own, fir. 


At Mallow's ſtream, 
They're ſtill my theme; 
And in the 'ſquire's park, fir ; 
To give me eaſe, 
I ſpoil the trees, 
By carving it on bark, fir. 


O Vincent why 
Are not you I ? 

For then I could go boldly ; 
But old and poor, 
They'd ſhut the door, 

And uſe the miller coldly. 


When“ Flagellet, < 
Tell Porr and Br, 
The prieſt has done his duty; 
Their curt'ſies made, 
Each killing jade 
Removes her fund of beauty: 


{ay 


— r 
— 


— — — OOO ð ＋æÄ2— 2 — — 


® The inſtrument made uſe of 70 tay tre congregation cul of 
church inſtead of an organ. 


We have thumpt you at fea, and we'll thump you on 
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I ſtay behind, 
aze on wind; 

Till blind as MapEx's thiller; 
Then, bang the gate, 
And curſe the fate, 

Of feeble MuLL the miller. 


SONG $4 


From a ſailor on board the Bridgewater man of war, Lord 
Grokck Ge AHAM commander, to his brother in Water- 
ford, an their ſhips beating thoje of the enemy. Moſt of 
thoſe on beard the Eng!ifh ſhips were Þilhmen.—Tune : 
The abbot of Canterbury: , ſee before, page 25. 


"Tis of aa en-1vemint we've Had at Oſtend; 
Where, glorious recital !-—the ruth [ advance, 
The ſhips rran'd from Irelaud beat thoſe man'd from 

France. | 
Derry down, down, &c. 


With haughty bravados boaſt Gallia no more; 


ſhore. 
Yow'll never find our boys in haſte to agree, 
Whilſt in;ps man'd from Ireland do keep the ſalt fea. 


At Tournay ye beat us; 'twill do ye no good, 
For each ſpdonful we loſt, we'll have gallons of blood. 
Fill our boys are hurt they are always too civil; 
But ſting '*em once home, and they'll fight like the d—I. 


Your puffs are all wind, and no merit inhance ; 
Th» yes en'd the ball, yet we'll have the laſt dance. 
Y-”ve hoiſted your flag, but we'll make ye ſoon ftrike it; 
Or play ſuch a jig, *tis a chance if you like it. 


Thus the Bridgewater ſpoke, and went to it pell-mell; 
And FaRREL and Doc nERT x fought too like Hell; 


Arms 
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Arms and legs flew about like a ſhower of hail, 


And what heads were left on——ihoughr it beſt to turn 
tail. | 


Moſt chriſtian-like king! had your majeſty ſeen 
An action like this, *twou'd have fill'd you with ſpleen; 
From our ſcoopers ran blood of your ſubjects fo rare, 
Who are now cutting caprioles Heaven knows where. 


With the old Iriſh ſpirit we drove ye aſhore ; 


Took and funk all the ret; and what could we do more? 


| At ſight of this, —drink to Lord Grxanan all good, 
And wiſh their whole navy as faſt in the mud. 


\ 
| SONG 55. The Dream: a London ballad. 
| To the ſame tune as the foregoing. 
E critics, I pray, be not piqu'd at my theme, 
What l'm going to tell you is nought but a dream: 
Methought from Jack Syttp*, came an odd invitation, 


To convene the choice ſpirits of this laughing nation. 
Derry down. 


I have promis'd, quoth Jack, at old Proros defire, 
A grand high borlace (for there's none ſhall be higher) 
And provided his 124 would honour the chair, 
That all the choice ſpirits that night ſhould appear. 


T*obev the command of my friend I ſoon haſted, 
Nora moment, (till all things were ſettled) was waſted ; 
To the place where the carriages inn'd, we ſoon hied, 
With SyuTtr, Marr. SkEGGs, and a hundred beſide. 


We ſaon left behind this terreſtrial ſphere, 


And quickly to view did Elyſium appear, 
Where 


* The firſt perſon who formed the choice ſpirits into a 
ſeciety, whe uſed in His life-time, to a{umble at {is bore, the 
auhite-horſe-inn, {in Fetter-lane, Lenden. 
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Where ſwarms of odd creatures were kenn'd on the 
| ſhore, 
Who, as they deſcry'd us, huzza'd more and more. 


Jack Sezey ſtepping forth with a welcome to all, 
Conducted us ftrait to old PLuTo's great hall, 
Who ſeated aloft with majeſtical air, 
Bid us ſet down and eat of the table's good fare. 


Of various repaſts we partook with a glee, 
Both immortals and mortals were happy and free, 
"Till fully fupply'd and the diſhes remov'd, 


Old PLuro of Jack, aſk'd what liquor we lov'd ? 


Brandy-punch, quoth our friend, is the liquor I think, 
The choice ſpirits on earth, us'd in my time to drink, 
— Why then, ſays old PLuTo, if you'll undertake it, 
I prithee, friend Jack, be fo kind as to make it. 


A rich bowl then was brought of a glorious ſize, 
Had ye ſeen it, in faith 'twou'd ha” dazzled your eyes, 
Full of good Engliſu brandy, for French we ha' none, 
Becauſe *twas a fo to old England and—fun. 


Then a true ſon of Comvs and humour on earth, 
Jack BEAN Db, of the lc>ne, full of muſic and muth, 
Quotn YLUTO, uchi ſtra1;:s before I ne'er heard, 

Fill your buapeis, my lads; here's a heal. to Jack 


BEAR. 
With applaeſe the wide ball, for ſome momefſes had 
rung. | 


When Lowe was ſoon gall'd on by BZA for a ſong ; 
That done, quoth old PLuUTo ;—*t:s charming I trow ; 
Full your bumpers again; here's a health to TOM Lowe. 


GEORGE STEV >. bard of good ſpirits and wit, 
To e..tance the g. ne with lis humour thought nt. 
O bravo! ſays Pl.. „ti: SHrious, by heavens ; 

Fill the guns aro-; come, your health, matter 
STEVENS. 


Nur 


1 „% „„ 
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| Nep Snurkx, for humour and drollery fam'd, 
For a comical catch was the fourth that was nam'd: 
Ha! ha! cries old Pi urTo, I'm cur'd for the future; 
Adieu to the ſpleen—Here's to merry Nep SyurrR. 


The next was Marr. Sxrccs, with his droll noſe 
and chin, 
Who tipt us a grunt eh, eh, eh, and a prin ; 
PLuTo ſwore 'twas a pleaſure to live with ſuch waggs, 
And a bumper toſs'd off to his lordſhip Marr. SkEGGs. 


\ 

Then Hicx Mex began with a ſoft lulling ſtrain, 
That like mufic celeſtial thrill'd ſoft thro? each vein ; 
Quoth PLuro, ſuch notes muſt revive e'en a ſick man; 
Come, your glafies, my lads, f:li up to Jos Hickman, 


Then Reyxoilos and Buwyzs roſe up with their 
gutes, 
When the company all were as ſilent as mutes; 
He that likes not ſuch muſic (quoth PLuTo) has no ear, 
So we'll toſs off a bruſher to RevNnoLDs and BowYER. 


Then Rooktr and Massty, with Collins and 
YaTEs, 
Join'd with HaumonD and Har Bin, to baffle the fates ; 
When PLuTo no longer could give out the toaſt, 
But was fairly oblig'd to reliuquiſh his poft. 


Confuſion and uproar ſucceeded amain, 
Till *'twas time to return to Old England again; 
When ſull of good liquor theſe turbulent blades, 
With a drunken huzza, bid adieu to the ſhades. 


SONG 56. A ballad in the character of 
an Engliſh farmer's fon. Sung at the theatre 
in London. 


OME Rearyn, come Rozin and Zug, 
And liſt to the words I do zoy ; 
A ftary I'll tell you as true 
As the bible wherein ye do proy. _ 
e 
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We veather to Lunnun ye kna 
[ been to zell bearly and kane ; 
And I dan't keare how aft I d» go, 
The pleace be zo woundily vine. 


The mearketing aver and done, 
A butcher as vine as a lord, 
Z ware damun he'd zhaw us zome vun, 
And 'ifaith ware as good as his word. 
He took us whare Lions do he, 
At a heauſe that valks kaled the tower, 
Wee rauring they terrify'd J. 
I ware glad to get out again, zhower. 


From therehence to pallace we went, 
And his majeſty, God bleſs his greace, 
Ware gawing to his parliament, 
Zo ] gut'n a zoight of his feace. 
Awoy then to Weſtminſter abbey, 
Where ale the dead quality loies ; 
| And a vellow. tho? clathed but zhabby. 
P Zang hiſtories wondrous woile. 


To dinner we afterwards went; 
Beſt drink ware as plenty as whoy : 
And to ſtitch up the whole merriment, 
They zhaw'd me a pleace kal'd a ploy. 
And there ware a mon in diſguiſe, 
A little“ old zorrowful king, 
That made the valkjcry out their eyes, 
Thof they knew he ware no ſick a thing. 


The next day my jolly good vhrends, 
Had us. up unto Zadler's Wells ; 

Whare no mon need gride what ah ſpends, 
Caſe it ale other peaſtime excells. 


Lads 
— 


| | * King LEAR, 
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Lads and laſſes do deance on a coord, 
And tumble, and plaay ye ſick tricks, 
Methough aftentime by the loord, | 
The taads would ha braken their necks. | | 


Wawnds and blid ! they do keaper 29 hoigh, 
O Laud !—tis ameazing to think ;— 
And if you do chance to be droy, 
You may ha whatfomdever you'll drink. 
If e'er ye to Lunnin do gaw, 
Zee Zadler's Wells, I do proy; 
You'll loike it, I very wele knaw ; 
*T'is better by half nor the ploy. 


To the Enitos. 


Sir, 

2 Vclaſed I ſend you a copy of a celebrated HunTixG 
SONG, which I belizye will be acceptable to the readers of 

the extenſive and excellent collection of Songs you are now car- 

rying on. Ii <vas wrete by PiERCE CREAGH, of the coun- as 

ty of Clare, e/q; on a Buck Hunt in the county of Limerick, 

at cuhich he made one of the company, in the year 1741. 

The ſpirit that runs thro' the <uhole is charming, and far 

above the tardy flights of fludiovs endeavours, when nature | 

is deficient > The language is ſuitable to the ſubjet, and | 

varied with elegance; this I mention, as there are ſome cxpreſ= 


frons, which the ignorant in criticiſm may except againſt ; for 
_ as the flyle, proper the epic poem, would be very unatu al in 


the paſtoral, er lyric, c. ſo the terms, uſually made uſe of | 
in deſcribing a ſea fight, would certainly be very ridiculous | 
in the recital of the advances made at the firre of Namur or 

Ypres, or of the ſeveral diſpoſitions and movements uf the 
armies at Blenheim: For which reaſon, the terms and 

ſounds, applicable to a ſubje of this cr any other kind, will | 
never affett the majeſty of thought, to be found only in a true | 


peetical deſcription, and which always accompanies it. AD- 

DISON tells us, that BEX JOaNSON uſed to ſay, he had 

rather have been the author of the old ſong of Chevy C'ace, 

than of all his works; and to ſpeak in the ſame jtrain, ana not | 

to enter into a tedious criticiſm en the ſong 1 ſend yo1, I am 

Rranely of opinion, that the author of it deſerves more praiſe 
| and 
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and a more laſting reputation as a port, than if be had been 
| tho goriter 78 the tragedics, furcet, romances and poems, 
| that hade ber publiſhed in England or Ireland theje i ve 

ycars; this aſſertion, I know will exa/ferate the critics, but 

the SPECTATOR auill anner them for me : If this ſag, 
| « (ſays he, ſpeaking of Chevy Chace) had bren writ'rn in 
| &« the Gothic manner, which is the delight of all our little 
| « quits, whether writers or readers, it would not have hit 

ce the taſte of ſo many elegant and ſublime genins's, and have 

&« pleaſed the readers of ail ranks ard conditions.” 

Four's, Ec. 


SONG 57. On the But H[lunt ie tle 


county of Limerick, abovementianed 
Tune: LAUuR Y GROSG AK. 


Y your leave, LA ux Y GroGan, 
Enough has been ſpoken, 
It's time to give over your ſonnet, your ſonnet ; 
Come liſten to mine, fir, 
Much truer than thine, fir, 
For theſe very eyes were upon it, upon it. 
t is of a Buck ſlain 
This very campaign, 
To let him live longer, were pity, were pity; 
For head and for branches, 
For fat and for haunches, 
Excceding the mayor of a city, a city, 


— 


———ͥ ̃ ——— REES 


A council aſſembled, 

(Who'd think but he trembled) 
Ot lads of good ſpirit, well mounted, well mounted; | 

Each his whip and cap on, 
| And ſpurs made at Rippon , | 


The number full twenty, well counted, well counted. 
But 


c 


As old favourite ſong. We fhoutd acknoxuledge our- 
ſelves under an obligatics to any gentleman or lady who aveuld 


favour us with a copy of that ſong, dirceted to J. Hoey, junior. 
* 4 town famous fur making ſpurs. 


( 58 ] 


But in legs he confiding, 
All efforts deriding 3 ; 
He thought himſelf ſafe as in bed, fir, in bed, fir; 
With a bounce off he goes, 
And toſs'd up his noſe; 
But Ringwond cry'd, lord help your head, fir, your 
head, fir. 


Off ſcores we went bounding, 
Sweet horns were a ſounding, 
Each youth ſill'd the grove with a whoop and a halloo ; 
Du sound were he then there, 
Such ſweet muſick to hear, 


* Would leave his Cremona * and follow, and follow. 


Knockdiſcan, knockainy, 
And hills twice as many ; 
We ſcamper'd o'er ſtone walls, o'er hedges, o'er ditches; 
He ſkimm'd o'er the grounds, 
But to baffle our hounds, 
Was ne'er yet in any Buck's breeches, Buck's breeches. 


Four hours he held out, , 
Moſt ſurprizingly ſtout, 
Till at length to his fate he ſubmitted, ſubmitted ; 
His throat being cut up, 
And poor culprit put up, 
To the place whence he came was remitted, remitted *. 
A place moſt enchanting, 
Where nothing was wanting, 
That * hungry huntſman could with for, could with 
or; 
Of delicate fare, 
(Tho' numbers were there) 


Vet every man was a Giſh for, a difh for. 


We 


n 


nr 


3 A place in Italy where tl: Lift fiddles are made here put 
for the fiddle of the celebr ated Mr. Pukouxs. 
+* The park of the manſion hou,e, whence he was let ant. 


— 


&. 


We fell too with fury, 
Like a long-famiſh'd jury, _ : 

Nor ſtay'd we for grace to our dinner, our dinner; 
The butler a ſweating, 
The knives all a whetting, 

The edge of each ſtomach was keener, was keener. 
The bumper went round, 


Wich a beautiful ſound, . 
Clink, clink, like ſweet bells, went the glaſſes, the 
glaſſes; 


We diſpatch'd queen aud king, 
And each other ſine thing, | 
To bumper the beautiful laſſes, ſweet laſſus. 


There was ſweet SaLry Curny, 
And SinGLETON CHERRY, 
Miſs Crorer, miſs BiiGn, and mils ParrTTyY, mils 
PrITTY; 
With lovely miſs Pierce, 
That ſubject of verſe, 
Who ſhall ne'er be forgot in my ditty, my ditty. 
With numberleſs more, 
From fifteen to a ſcore 5, 
O had you but ſeen them together, together 
Such charms you'd difcover, 
You'd pity the Louvre“, 
And offer St. James“ as a feather, a feather. 


The man of the houſe, 
And his beautiful ſpouſe, 
May they hve to give claret and veniſon, veniſon ; 
And may honeſt Nep. | 
There's no more to be (aid, 
Ne'er want the beggar's old beniſon, beniſon. 


Long 


pe 


5 Alluding to the ages of the ladies. 
* The beauties at the courts of France and England. 


> 
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Long proſper that county, 
ig Houſe of bounty, 
Where thus we indulge, and make merry, make merry; 
For jovial as we are, 
We puff away all care, 
To poor buſy Rosix and FLEURX, and Fievay 7. 


SONG 58. Jounny and BETSEY. 


Y Daddy was gone to the market a mile, | 

My Mammy was gone to the miller's the while, 
In came my dear Joaxny, and ſuch was his ſaving, 
Lay by your wheel, BETser, come with me a Maying. 


T anſwer'd him no, 'twas a folly to aſk, 
My Mammy had ſet me to ſpinning a taſk : 
Quoth he cut the tether, girl, ſet the cow ſtraving 
We'll tye her up ſomewhere, whilſt we goa Maying. 


His method I took, —ah how could I forbear ? 
I lov'd him too well to think fa'ly he'd ſwear; 
He preſs'd my lips gently, the fool fell to playing, 
The time ſiipt ſo nimbly, we didn't go Maying. 


My Daddy ne'er aſk'd me a word where I'd been, 
My Mammy I told I'd the cow to fetch in, 
She ſaid ſhe was ſure I'd been ſomewhere delaying, 
But never ſuſpected that I'd been a Maying. 


If Joaxxy prove's true, as I thiak that he will, 
The market I'll bleſs, and Pl her our the ml, 
That kept my old Daddy and Mammy fo Rayins, 
When I was perſuaded by Jouxxv a Maying. 

— 


SONG 


7 Sir RonkRT WALPOLE and Cardinal F'.£URY. one 
the prime m.niftcr of th: court of England, the other of that of 
France, at the time this ballad was grote. 


MORE 


SONG 59. Sung by Maſons at mak i a 
Fellow Craft. 


ATL Maſonry! thou craft divine! 
G'ory of Earth, from Heaven reveal'd, 
* hich doth with jewels precious ſhine, 
From all but Maſon's cyes conceal'd 


Cho. Thypraijcs due why can rehearſe, 
In nervous proſe, or flexing were ? 


As men from brutes diſtinguiſhed are, 
A Maſon other men excels, 

For what's in knowledge choice or rare 
But in his breaſt ſecurel, dolls ! 


Cno. Hz /ilent breaſt and faithful heert 
Preferwve the ſecrets of the ant. 


From ſcorching heat, and piercing cold. 
From beaſts, whole roar the foreſt rends; 
Trom the aflaults of warriors bold, 
The Maſon's art mankind defends. 


Cno. Fete this art due honour paid, 
From which mankind receio.s ſuch aid. 


Enfigns of ſtate, that feed our pride, 
Diſtinctions tronbleſome and vain, 
By Maſons true are laid aſide; 
Arts free born ſons ſuch toys Giidain. 


no. Ernobled by the name they tear, 
Diſtr puilts *d ty I be 6. Tit ge the * Da. 


Sweet fellowſhip, from envy free; 
Friendly converſe of brotherhood! 

The ledge's lalling e ment be, 
Which has for 58 armly ſtood 


Cho. A lodge. 's bt, for ages paſt, 
Has lj! 4 and cuiil ever laſſ. 


E. Thea 


L 62 J 
Then in our ſongs be Juſtice done 
To thoſe v, 20 have enrich'd the art, 
From Anal down to Burt InGTCN; 
And let each brother bear apart. 


Cuo. Lee noble Austens hoc li gh 
T.».:r pratiſe in letiy !:dge reſcind, 


SONG 60. Cant lay'd im te Red ſen. 


8 Wir, Jon and Hu nov together were ſat, 
Min liquor a plentiful Roc. 
Still varying the ſcene, wit a fong and with chat, 
Th watchman band, 5 paſt tw2l2 o'clock.” 


| At that hour T've read, cit ſpirits do come, 
Mi Ar q poor timid mortais atfrigut ; : 
| Tit th h i 'd th 
=$ ut then in that 101 ant, one enter'd the room, 
| An ancient, pale face, meagre ſprite. 


F The phantom appear'd and the candles burnt blue, 
WIT andglu; nous began for to Rare ; 
Cries out JOKE !—<+ look'e friends, this is nothing new, 


«© Behold 1— ge, "tis only Old Care.” 


ku he would tell us, *twas 'T1::s ſent him here, 
And tel! us *tis time to be gone; 
«© Bat we'll tell him this, let him think what he dare, 


11 % 


To &@!! £n324 him e'er it be one.” 


Ther quickly agreed, and about it they went, 
Refulzins of Care to get tree; 
iT mov'a it, —and trait they all join'd in conſent 
To lay the Shot i in the Red-Sea. 


|! Whole bumpers of claret they quickly drank off, 
And ray rite toaſts they went round; 
When i{Ivuour well pleas'd, thus ſet up a laugh: 
Quo! h he, how IT looks now he's drow: nd. 2 


When 


[ 63 ] 


When loud ſhouting began, huzza they all cry'd, 
« We're rid of this troubleſome gueſt, 

% Fill your bumpers around, let this be our pride, 
« 'Fo fing, laugh and drivk to the bull.” 


Now their blood running high with a conquelt ſo great, 
To ünging and drinking the y fix; 

With the ſun they arc.le, with ſpirits elate, 
And decently parted at ſi x. 


SONG 61. Tur %αποuus din a bog ſbrad 
of (Claret. | 


[Some of the hin gl t in tht; long, the reader 1 Iy have Jeon 
before in the reciinti vs end ferns, in pay; ln 


aud 19. ] 
OO evening Goon Humovk took Wit as his g 


gucit, 
Re ſolv'd to indulge in a ſenſible fcaſt; 
Their liquor was c ciaret, and Fgait NJ nie their hot, 
And mirth, ſong, and ſentiment garniſhed ench toaſt. 


Derry dt zun, dagen, hey derry dard. 


1 
> 83g 


But RO like true bucks, they enjoy 'd their deſign, 
For the js of a buck lie in! eve, wit and wine; 
Alarm'd tuey all heard at the d dar a 1:64 knock, 

And the waichman koarte bellow d,. wa; put 2 9 luck, 


They nimbly ran down, the ditu bing dog ſound, 


And up itairs they rags o tac 1mperunciut bound ; 

When brought tothe lic. at, how much were d WY oo 5d 

To ſee— tus tie grey glutton thu lucy bad icic'y. 
lis glais as his lanthora, his ſeythe as nis pole, 

And his lingle lock d enyled {1 gun 5 81 174? 1 Gull - 

My {trends \ (4quorh | He cou nis ) | thous! 


12 ? ! 
| #11L 11 16 in CH) 
A . * 4 7 * 1 4 - 9 1 * *. 
and! 90 Ys L GONG, ar eas « An Lo V CLIVTkes 
1 "TX , ron an?! 0 4. e Gt * — 
ew e venom d tom att Ie, ON Tris advice N * 
4 , | 8 ? 
16 5 Ne 0 a 
Tho iNALUKE Ar. Kcs | Tete, COLL 1 {lull 121169 6 £0 SIX ; 
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[ 64 ] | 
e longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear it, 
20 hid“ him at once in a hogſt.eud — cltaret. 


This is right, call'd out Wir, while you're yet in 
your prime, 
eie 1» nothir 2 like Claret ſor killing of Tune. 
"ry a, reply'd Love, now no more can he Knock, 
Or, impertinent tell us, — li: pail 12 o' clock. 


Since Tietz is conſin'd to cur wine, let us think, 
By this maxim were {ure f our time when we drink; 
V ith bumpers, my lads, let our glaſl.s be rim'd, | 
Now we're certain our di inking is always eel] tim d. © | 


| SONG 62. The Miſate. 


N Tueſday, the fourth of ſu cet May, 

[ firſt met youny Sorux the clever ; 
Thought I, could I wed but a nymph half fo gay, | 
1 ſere ould be happy for ever. | 


watch'd the fair homie, and on Wedneſday addreft, 
1 found her quite pleaiant and clever ; 
A raſion for me ſhe as frankly expreſs'd; 
1 thought myfeli happy for ever. 


On Thurſday I a{%'d of her aunt her conſent, | 
gave it free, caſy and clever; | 
{ tonzht Þ indeed had too much of content, 


gh 


4+ %\ = 


And fare to be happy for ever, 


On Frida, al! day thro' the city we drove, 
To lay [n the vropertics clever; 
8 „ Dbband., Aid lacs, as the proofs of my love; 


Ie 
. | thought wytelt huppy for ever. 


The ring and the licence on Saturday bought, 
A is 411 thing: made ready and clever, 


To chart WA idly] not grvea a groat; 
| [1 hought mel nappy tor ever, 


As 


1 65.1] 
As pert aa monkey, and as gay as 
On Sunday I dreſt me full clever; 
Sure never was half io conceited a fn, 
I thonght myſelf hap y for ever. 


But e'er we had paſt than a month little oct, 
Things alter'd that late were fo cleve: ; 

ln debt upon debt | was plung'd o'er aud 6 ety 
And found myſclt ruin'd for ever, N 


SONG 63. Lucy: fl Fun. 


CG Al the blooming month of la; 
7 Caiis the ſwains to ſport and play; 
While wanton birds, on every ſpray, 
Stretch their throats to praiſe the day : 
And Lucy of the village queen, 
Smiling trips it o'er the green, 


But nymph, without exception fair, 
What mean thoſe flowrets in thy hair ? 
O lovely child of nature's care, | 
Who {tript for thee the graces bare, 
Such trivial ornaments diſplace, 

What flower can add to Lucy's iace ? 


No th: »atnine- clouds, no lowerine flies, 


Nor ceny n deviſe, 
In th wur les; 
A: bl 
* 
E-S$ 5 
0 64. 
Zune: Fair und ſoft, and gay. 2nd young : w»hich e 
next after this from, 
OLLY, the }!-->miag, gay a- fair, 
Has drove ſome hundreds to deſpair ; 
"I Wherg 


Fd 


— a — os et as 


[ 66 J 


* here e'cr ſhe points her killt ling eyes, 
fall at once her ſacrifice”: 

* he young, the old, her magie feel, 

Inat much leverer wounds than ſteel; 

But truſt to the advice | give, 


And ſpite of all her arts vou'll live, 


_"Endeavour to forget a face 

o fairly form'd to damn vour race; 
"he Sirand, the route, the play reirain, 
-\ugmenter”'s of the lover's pain: 
Briſk claret ſhall your eaſe reſtore, 
Then whimper, ſigh and fob no more; 
hen thouſand Cuyip's ſhould the call, 
ln bumpers you may drown 'em all. 


Jors of love are dull and vain, 
Compar'd with thoſe of briſk champaign ; 
Were Por kind, it foon might end, 
The flak you'll find a laſting triend. 

To Ryax's then let us repair, 

And driuk, and laugh away deſpair, 
FirreL and Lucas too may fail, 
But claret, claret, muſt prevail. 


[Song 30, in page 29, bears a near reſemblance to the 
Pregoing © bit in our opinion, this is preferable to the fermer.] 


SONG 65. The Inconſtant. 


3 5 aud (ft, and gay. and young, 
E All charm! te play'd, ſhe danc'd, the ſung ! 
nere as no way to cape the dart, 
No care could guard the lover's heart. 
Ah! why, cry 4 I, and dropt a tear, 
(44o1ing, yet deſpairing e'er 
* o have her th myſelf alone) 
us lo much ſwectneſs made for one? 


But growing bolder, in her ear 
I in ſoft numbers told my care: 


She 


Like heaven's, too mighty to cite. 


BIG 
She heard, and rais'd me from her feet, 


0 


And ſcem'd to glow with equal heat; 


ee SEN 
My joys could be but krown by guviss 


Ah, fool, {aid I, what have I azar, 
To wiſh her made for more than one:? 


But long I ha not been in view, 
Betore her eyes theircheams withdrew ; 
E're 1 hail reckon'd half her charms, 
She ſank into another's arms. 

But ſhe that once could faithleſs be, 
Will favour him no moe than me: 
He too will ünd himſelf undone, 
In that fe was not made for oue. 


= 


. SONG 66. 
L R OM the projects ſo vain, 


Of France or of Spain, 
Britannia s brewers Hall defend her: 
I'm a proteſtant born, — 
And of conſequence ſcorn 
The devil, the pope, and pretender. 
A pox o'their friars, books, candles, and bells, 
Their bulls, abſolutions, their ſaints, and their cells. 


— 


We're ſurely undone, 
If once over-run 
By prieſts, papiſts, Rome, and ſtarv'd bullies, 
Who never yet eat 
An ounce of good meat, 
Or know what a belly brim-full is. 
Our oe with the locuſts would ſoon be o'erſpread, 
Our ſelves, wives, and children be knock'd on the head. 


For corn-fields ſo rich, 
Poor dogs, how they itch; 
A bleſſing they ne'er thall obtain: 
Good hearts and great guns 
Fell run-away dons 
We „ill not be brow-beat by Spain; 


E. 4 [ie 


[63 ] 
Te muſt he 1 wretch who refuſes to fight 
For religion, for freedom, his king, and his right, 


— 


By the pope and his tools, 
he great bugbears of fools, 
Falſe whims they've been led to purſue ; 
Mhilſt the Britiſh deſigns 
Shall be paid by the mines 
Of Chili, Potofi, Peru: 
The proud prieſts ſha!l be ſtript of their ill-gotten gain, 
And cur tars return greater than grandees of Spain, 


& þ W AS underneath a May-blown buſh, 

| Where violets ſprang, and ſweet primroſes; 
1 With voice melodious as the thruſh, 

| So Jonhxx x ſung, collecting poeſies. 


* — —— 


1 Theie to the breaſt muſt be convey'd, 

| Of her, who ſways mwy wars — 
| The tender, blooming, artlef6.auaidy, to 
My ſmiling, mild, good-natur'd Nancy. 
© — a” 4167 5 2 | 

| | I know the ſuburb youths. wall jeer, 

} And call me witleſs daf and zanny:;. 

| That I from conſtant heart declare, 

|! I nc'er well love, except my Nanxy. 


| I envy them nor pomp nor dreſs, 
l Or conqueſts gain'd, o'er hearts of many: 
The ſtudy of my life's to bleſs, 


| And pleaſe my dear, my grateful NAx R. 


Oh! how unlike, my fair, to thoſe 
W hoſe wanton charms are free to any ; 
N I'd give the world could I diſcloſe 
| One fiftieth part the worth of Naxxy. 


——  —  —— — 
— 


[ 69 J 


Let bucks, and bloods, in burnt champaign, 
Toaſt Lucy, CHarLOTTE, Pour or Faxxv ; ; 


At notions ſo abſurdly vain, 
I ſmile, and claſp my blameleſs NaN NV. 


The SONGS in the BURLETTA of 
MID AS. 


[That the ſongs may not be interrupted, but follows 
regularly as they occur in the entertainment, thoſe re- 
ferred to for the tunes will be inſerted hereafter. ] 


SONG 68. Chorus of the Gods in council. 


Til: The 1 of Pruſſa's march. 


* er we 1 
Of t lord a 

With 3 2 25 
Men and gods 


Keeps in awe; 


When he winks 
Heav'n ſhrinks; 
When he {peak- 
Hell quakes : 
Earth's globe is but bis taw 


Cock of the ſchool 

He bears deſpotic rule; 
Fiis word, 
Th? abſur d, 


1 
XIuit Oe 1a 


n 'y * I 

| i. S, 4 G2 

£ ht "VTY. 5 00 

& Tok 10 War 

Nuk nd: 

tut nor plate; 
a : ! ee 

i SS «+ 1 8 


i e * 5 * * 
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Jove would cuff, 
(He's ſo bluff) 
For a ſtraw. 
Cow'd deities, 
Like mice in cheeſe, 


| 
| Dare not ſay peaſe 
Or gnaw. 


| SONG 69. Sung hy]Juerrer: in Midas. 


| To its own tune. 


| O happy ignorance 
| Connubial peace is owing ; 
| Tis a curſe to be too knowing : 
| Beſt, let things take their chance. F 


{1 A buly curiofi 
Producegz 


Tune, Shaun Bwee. 


HIN K not, lew'd Jove, 
Thus to wrong my chaſte love, 
For, ſpite of your rake- helly'd godhead, 
By day and by night 
Juno will have her right, 
Nor be of dues nuptial defrauded. 
1'li ferret the haunts 
Ot your female gallants ; 
In vain vou with darkneſs encloſe them : 
Your favourite jades 
1 will plange to the ſhades, 
Or into cows metamorphoſe them, 


SONG 


©2096 


SONG 91. Swag ly Mans: 7: Miuzs. 
Tux: : To arms, Oe. 
O eanth be quick the caitiff driv'n; 
Such ſcrubs are a difprace to Heav'n. 


In love or war no gallant foul 
With a baſe ſcoundrel ipy wall ever roll. 


SONG 72. Sung by Venus i Midas. 
Tune e The wanton god that pierces hearts, Tc. 
OVE reigns ſupreme in female ſouls; 


All their actions he controuls: 
Then, whoſe actions can defy 


The ſquyuts Alignant of a ſpy ?——Of a , &c. 
She, 3 r 

She m — 

More . 

Who ca 


She muſt 


2. . * Vs 


DS *$ 


SONG y Sung by VULCAN: 2 NIidus. 


Tune When a wife's in her pout, Se. 


»O avoid ridicule 
Tis a cuckole's bet rule, 
(Tho' the injury ſting to the quick) 
To laugh with the reſt 
And fo turn the ſour jet 
On the couple that play'd him the trick. 
oer man l—O: rhe conble, &c. 


C/ 
7% 
. 
- 


* 2 j 


SONG 74. Sang by Momus: i Midas, 
Tune : There was a jovial beggar, G. 


O difference of character; 
Vice virtue idle dreams :;— 
For, lewd or chaſte, or foul or fair 
Will then be empty names 
may go, may go, may go. 
When a ſporting, &c. 


When a ſporting all 


Skreen'd from the huſband's jealous eyes 
All love—all free as air— 
No wanton dame necds fear ſurprize, 
O what a life were there !— 
When a ſporting, &c. 


Then hey for pam, for Ma 
Voles, taxes ggg 


T3 © 


SONG 75. Sung by Pot, alias, Arort- 
LO: in Midas, 


Ture: Hang me if I marry; begining thus, —Declare, 
my pretty maid, Tc. 


Ir H fun my diſgrace Pil-parry, 
N While h-re on earth I tarrÿ; PI 
With the nymphs n my wiy 
'il kifs and play, 
But hang me it I marry.. 


Let the ſcy go to wreck aud miſcarry 
Without my luminary! 
Por here vill ſtay 
To kiis and play, 
To toy, but gever warry. | 
SONG 


| 
' 
* 


CZ Doe — 
— - —_— 
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SONG 76. Sung by SILENO: i Midas, 


Toa its cn tune. 


INCE you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me, you jolly dog; 
You can help to bring home harveſt, „ 


Tend the ſheep and feed the hog. 


Fa la la, &c. 


With three crowns, your ſtanding wages, 
You ſha'; daintily be fed; 

Bacon, bens, ſalt beef and cabbage, 
Butter-milk and oaten bread. 

Fa la la, &c. 


Come, ſtrike hauds—you'll live in clover 
When IL get you. onde at home; 


And when ah bons overy,.. 3 
Wen al te ur. 
| i ITS” Bala ka, &c 
. üb emo, et 1 
"(0 TA =; ,*% + bj 1 4 2 


8 Pat. "_ 2 3 5 

3 e | 

Done —ſtrike hands—T take yaur offer 
Farther on I might fare wrſe— 

Zcoks! 1 can no longer ſuffer 


Hungry guts and empty purſe. 


— 


"Fa la la, &C. 


8 ON G 77. Sung by Nysa: in Midas. 


Tune: If 'tis joy to wound a lover, Cc. 


F the ſwain we ſigh for preſs us, 
J Oh how how plealing us to pleaſe 
if the ſllock we loath addreſs us, 8 
How, tranſposting *t15 to t£32e | 


5 UNG 


E240 Td 


SONG 78. Sue b&; tives: 1 Midas. 


Tune > Three ih;cep-fkins, Oc. 


| 0 IRI. S are known 
J I Io miſchief proae 
If ever they be idle; 
| Who would rear 
| Tuo daughters fair 
| Mult hold a ſteady bridle ; 
| For here they kip, 
1 And there they trip, 
| And this and that way fidie, 
| | For here they, AC. 
| | Giddy maids 
1 With fii'y heads 
| All af--r mon run gals I 
[| T hes frty RG "I * +. A 
| To N * 
' 
1 And ſet $$. 


To ery fip, &C. 
SONG 79. Sung ly Por: in Midas. 


Te a tune in the pantomime of Queen Mes. 


RAY, Gocdy, pleaſe to moderate the rancour of 


your tongue; 
Why flaſh thoſe ſparks of fury frem vour eye. 


Render, when the judgement's weak, the prejudice 


: ſtrong : 
Un! known you :vrong me to deſpiſe. 
Piy Re, 
2 ry rie, 


Prove C're r0u un n. ; 


ds 


C33" 
If vou Call me 
Ok, vou blait me 
Never more to riſe. 
Proz G:ocay, &. 


SONG 80. 4: Midas. 


Tune : Non, non, Collette n'eſt point tt mpeuſe, Tec. 


N x SA. 


DaPH. 


My <s:s. 
S1' ENO, 


NysaA. 
Daen. 


NSN. 
Dart. 


Nysa. 


Days. 


SILENO, 


AMMaA! how car you he to ill. aatur'd 
Jo the gentle na diome ſu ein? 


Ah, ah! to a lad fo l»b'd, fo featur'd, 
Sure, 'tis cruel to prve ain! 
Siure, tit cruel t 8.00 pain ! 


Girls, for you, my fears perp!>x me, 
I'm alarm'd on vour account. 


Wig] 2 pagan, * 


Ah, ah! „eee 118 
A A: — 4 4 


Mamma! 


Mamma! how can you be ſo 
I- natur'd, 


at nc : 
J Ah, ah! toalad fo limb'd, fo 
featur'd ; 
To ine gentle, handiome ſain ? 
at One Sue, J CA to, &C. 


Sure, *t:s cruel to give pain. 
I the gentle, &C 


Gris, for you, my fears perplex me, 
Pm alarm'd on vour account. — 


Wife, in vain ou teize and vex me, 
I will rule ;—cepend upon't. 


Nrsa. 


N 134. 
Mr s1s. 


Daen. 


SILENO, 
Dave, 


SILENO. 


Nys.. 


Darn. 
SILEXO. 
Nysa. 
Mys1s. 


12761 


Nlumma! 


; once 45 2P3* 
Aka! 


— — — 


Mamma! how can you be fo 
ill natur'd. 

Piha, pſha! you muſt not be ſo 
ill-natur'd ; 

Ah, ah! to a lad fo limb'd, ſo 

LL featur'd,. 


To the gentle, handſome ſwain 2? 
Sure, tis cruel, &C. 

tle's a gentle, comely ſwain. 
He's a gentle, &CcC, 

Sure, 'tis cruel to give pain; 


at Once 


To the gene, &Cc. 
ee pain, 
fo. &C. 
oy D. e. in Nli- 
5 wes wa — 


N. 


To its own kunt 


LACK and well-a-day ' 
Dau diſdains me; 


A:! T can do or hy 
No favour gains me. 


Nysa to your addreſs 
Sharp as a thiſtle, 

Whene'er your ſuit I preis, 
Bids me, go white 


"Tis Por, their fiiter's |: 
Makes them thus den! 
At us, to him the“ 


Their bac! 


Ae, 
and blind 
kiad, 


, #4 
iy 1 * 15 — 
8 $37 x" nne. 
* 
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oN G 82. S ty Minas: iu Midas. 


A 


Tune : k * la Sante du Pe 70 d'Oleron. < Ee. 


HALL a paltry clown, not fit to wipe my ſhoes, 
Dare my amours to crols ? 
Shall this miny, When a '"tquire of my importance 
* wWOOes, 
Her noſe up at me tots * 


Hold her father is my tenant—— 
Her ſpark I'll tranſport, in forcign parts to range, 
So, glut—as I fee conv enient ; 
My love and my reveage. 


SONG 83. Sung ly DaveaeTaAs : in Kli- 
das. 
Toa | June in the paitanine of Fo PEArAUUS, 
A = pole. how they-;trot ! 
3 420 V 3 » wy 3: 4+ ,jFF* 
And brei karegott. „ — 
Shouting, „ 
Routing, 
At you duting; 
Ineering, 


1 . 4 
Fleering, 
And what not ? 
Ail al cat the Nliy- pole, &c. 


There is old SilLexo friſks like a mad 
Lad, 
Glad, 
To ſee us ſo ſad: 
Cap” ring 
F ap ring, 
While Por ſcra p'ring, 
Coares 
The doxies 
As he did the 4 
Wm about the Miy-ple, Ke. S O N G 


W 


O NG. 84. Fern Pix: n Midas. 


8 
Ns 17 if, . *1 . + * 5 
2.9 * # . 7 f 1 . f . 
{une My wife“ a gallop en: ang tmng, S. 
x % 5 3 D 
Ar irh th 
= * F © % „ 9 0 9 0 8 p 
= - 4 3 : * A WY Www, i $4 } =» laſſes, 


Becaute he a ſmu tus iace has, 
From me, who at fairs ani horſe-taces 
Have pip'd to the laird o' the clan? 


A firibbie— If I can bur catch im, 

Pl pummel—l' 11 many THEM 7 It icraten him: 

I warrant I'll teach! nim not maten him- 
ſelf a a5 m.alic' 2 with Pat. 


SONG 8. Cuz of Myﬀs : u Nas. 


* . * * * 
Tun? Shee:ann ne Oneiragh. 


ALF this l 9 | 


his way ar that way, or en way foever, | 
All things g corcrary to myadenroues 
a tha ruin ard damep” 
Father es care of their fame; 
rg 1 boſom a treacherous viper :— 
Here's n fine dance—but 'cis he'll pay the piper, 


SONG 86. Sung by Pax: in Midas. 
T.oe Planxty Johnfon, | 


HEN at your foe 
A mortal blow 
You aim, 
Your ſcheme | * 
Let him not know; 
To gain your end, 
Lou mult pretend 


Sincerely 


| £501 
Sincerete 
And Jdearlv 
To be his friend, 
8 . ' E 1 
* 46. a & Pen. 111 10a 10 9 13 De don! I. 


Your ame to pte, 
Do as at ea, 
Look one but rov another way; 
'The dean ity 106 u 
Lawn ilecres and be bro), 
Savs no to the mitre wu inis wle with up; 


And PU. * 
Can counterfeit ſleeping, 
When mouſey 
Steals filently creeping, 
"Till Wins ing, 
Unthinking, 
She catch him, 
| Diſpatch him, 
| And. fwallow him up at a mouthful. 
l e 


SONG, 87. 2 Derit: in Midas, 


Tune The collier had a daughter, Tc. = 
Pax. 1108 4H random threats are bare words; 


Fie !--check this idle clutter— 


1 X . 8 2 
Go imothly on— gur fair words 
His ; arinips w1l not butter. 
| Mys1s. Baſe Carl. thus to adviſe me: 
| Is my diſtreſs a trifle : 


My ſex would all deſpiſe me 
Should I my anger ſtifle, 


- Pax. Theſe flaſhy rants — 
Mysts. Muſt J, mum chance, 
Look on and never mutter? 
My rancour hot 
PAN. No; my cool plot 
Mvsis. F Shall ſouſe him); 3 
Pax. d at nc Win he be Tin the gutter. 


S0 N U 


180 ] 
SONG 88. Sir.exo's prayer t the Oracle: 
% Naidas 
Tune + Giles Collin. 
Oracle, Oracle, ſpeak, now ſpeak, 
It ever you ip in your life: 


Declare all you know, without favour or pique, 
Of Por, me, my daughters and wife. 


SONG &. The Oractr's anſwer 15 Stu- 
NO: a4 Miagas, 
Tan: : O ponder well, Oc. 
H daughters are to flirting queans, 
_ Thy wite © ſcolding jade, 


Thou, an old fool yet by Por's means 
You'll ail, e're night, be made. 


(SONG go... Swe Y Nr: in Midas. 
6 


Tune by From tree to tree, Ee. 


O blaſt a rival's happineſs 
We ev'ry art employ, 
And ſcarcely can our own ſuccels 
Convey a purer joy; 


In joalouſy's unequal ſcale 
Her loſs appears our gain: 
Unbleſt ourſelves, we ſeek to ſteal 
A pleaſure from her pain. 


SONG gi. SunzbyDarnne: © Midas. 


Tune : Quand on ſcait aimer et plaire, Sc. 


E's as tight a lad to ſee to 
As e'er ftep'd in leather ſhoe ; 
And what's better, he loves me too, 
And to him I'll prove true blue. ho“ 


0 — —— —— T— ũↄꝑ— - 


— — — — —„-i — 


# 
— — 28 — ů — 


811 
Tho' my ſiſter caſts an hawk's eye 
I defy what the can do: 
He o'erlook'd the little doxey, 
I'm the girl he means to wooe. 


Hither I ſtole out to meet him, 

He'll, no doubt, mv tieps purſae 
If the youth proves true, I "Il {it him, 

1; he's falſe, 1'l! fit him too. 


SONG 92. Sung by Pol.: in Nidas. 
Tune When on thy dear boſom lying, Oc. 


| OVELY nvmph :ifſuage my anguiſh; 


At your leet © tender (wain L 
Prays, you will not let him languiſh: 
One kind look would eaſe his Bein — 


8 


Did you know the lad — yon, — 
He not long need fue 1 r 


Prince of ſong, of dar nee, of party; you 


Scarce will meet Ah ke n. A. 


*. 
14 * ** * 


ON G 93. Surg by Darum n xlidas. 


Tune The Prieft in his boots, . 


1 F you can caper as well as vou modulate, 
With the addition of that pretty face, 

Pax who was held by cur f epherds a god 9 late, 
Ne ill be jrick'd out, and vou ſet in nis place. 


His heard fo frowſy, his geſtures ſo nanuk ward are, 
Ani his b:gpipe has fo d r CW IV 2 drone, 

That if they and you than 14d. i no back warder 
You may count on Il the qg::!> as your own. 


SONG 


L 82 |] 


SONG ga A Duette in Midas. 
Tine: Bobbing Joan. 


Der. I; Y minikin mil;, do you fancy that Po. 


F. er can be c: aupht Ly an intant's doll ? 


Nuss. And can you, miſs May- pole, ſuppoſe he will 
fall 


In love with o gianteſs of Guild ha!l ? 
Days, Picmy elf! 


Nys. Coloſſus itſelf! 


Be, You will he 'till you're mouldy, upon the 
ſhelt- 


«464 8122 AY by 


the gutter! you hop of my thumb! 
nenne fon e come. 


. ky ſtag 


myft; 2 9 


7 


2 450 


Darn. Seer 


Nys. Lead apes. 2 
Bas. ell humble your vanity, miſtreſs trapes. 


SON C 95. Sung by Nysa: m NIi las. 
"anc; Aſſis ſur l' Herbette, Sc. 

NN tive greaſy old tatters 

1 ums brighter mine 


Then. 19 enn he clatters 
Vin unlbetiing divine. 
5 


1— 


— — —— — — 
„„ — _—C—_ 


. - + — 2 — 


3 —̃ — — ͥ ——ꝛ— 


= — — 


What are riches 


1 


But—my ſiſte 
He 1.:1.*a her, 
and me he paſs'd by— 
Pia jealous 
Ot the nene 
Bad tale a. 4 blind eye 


5 ON 95. Sun by Ribas: in Midas. 
Tune: The Lottery. 


What pleaſures will abound 
When m wil 25 lala in ground! 


Let earth cover her, 
Weill dance over her 
Wien my wite is lald in ground. 


O how happy I Tould be 
Would ſittle Nrsa pi ig with m4 5 > 
How I'd mumble = 4 wp 


Wound tumble her! |: — — 2 
Would little N WA . q * 


— - 
* 


SONG“. 97. : Sung „ News ©: Midas. 


To a pantomime tunt. 


EFR will I be left in the lurch 
Ceair your bribes and wheedling ; 
"Till Pm made a wite i'th' church 
I' keep ma from meddling. 


Arid (ot! ipecches? 
Baits ar! fetches 


To be 18. 


nv ve won us 
And Cone us, 
C » d vw UuUs 
And tre + [7 9 
For our hesdleſs nddling. Q 


( 84 ] 


SONG 98. Sig by MiDas: i Midas. 


T une © Laury Grogan. 


F into your hen-yard 
The treacherous Reynard 
Steals flily your poultry to ravace, to ravage; 
With gun vou attack him, 
With beagle you track him, 
All's fair to deitr: y the fell ſavage, fell ſavage, 
So Por who comes picking 
Up my tender chicken, 
No means do | icru; le to barith ;—to baniſh— 
With pow'r It] « erbear hint, 
With fraud I'll entnare hin; 
By hook or by crook he ine —_ ſhall vaniſh, 


aa 


"on: ——— 


— 


Thar =" 


g ui — 5 my heart. 


In ſize Pm waſted half; 
My looks betray ny inward War 
Ah cruch, cruel Darn! 


My VOWS YOu {11 aht, you mock my 11 "ne, 
My reals bu: Mae vou laugh 
ach p2rent with ny „ COmplit —- 
None trow t> but crucl 1) 1 — 


[; F a , 5 
My love vor hate, 1 y perſo', ſcorn, 
VIV „ed ti. it it. Tg | n 
Y ei 1 a! vn: Terr * 
To ler youre ene 
FIG & Es : 
1 »-'1-6 / "Me © * = 


1 


(33 ] 
SONG ioo. Sung /; Daruxt: in Mi- 


dus. 
Tunc: There is a pretty girl and a tenant ot my own, Q.. 


7 ES, all your wealth I ſcorn, and your perſon 1 


deteſt, and your Tol lel de ra, &c. 
No jealous put ſhall ever find a welcome in my breaſt, 
or my Teil bil de ra, &c. 


The ſwain you vilely ſlander, 
Is frank and d-bonarr, 
T'o kim you're but a gander-- 
Go go--that's all your ſhare, of my 
Tel lol de ra, Ac. 


SONG 101. A Dares; w Midas. 


t Wo den e S * 
D avs". WA: due you're Joſt to ſhame— | 
Nay, h ang me if Die hluſu 25— 


But glorics in her #2----. - me. 
What a brazen front ne pull; es, 
Loft tt home ! 


8 - 44 DEP . : * ; 
 Nysa. Why, Dapu4:—youtre ir tne u**; 


C 


As deep, altko' yoo Hiſs'd he: 


A i% % © Ah at dadlihn n = 1 ! 
You might nare {pai da iter, 
I 11 t tc ſuds. 


SONG 102. Syn by Mysrs : in Midas. 
70 41 Laliun Da $10 


E: HE Wolf that daughter'd Rds her whe! 


With hau kling s £115 the foreſt; 
Their murd'rer tracks with 5 ling velps, 
All food negle ing or ret. ; 


9 F 
* — 


[86 J 
So my reveaye ſhall Poi. purſue, 
Pl clolely watch his waters: 
"Till at the gallows-tree he rue 
His wrongs to my poor daughters. 


SONG 103. Sung by Nv:za: in Nils, 
Tune Polwart on the green. 


O W, let vour jealous foul” 
Exult in this black deed. 
fan, Darn !-=was mice a proper fcro! 
To give mamma to read ? 


One comfort ver—if Por muſt ſwing, 
You can't pollets | his charma 
I'd rather ſee him 1 in the ſtrin 


Than circles in zen 
—_— 
La 12 * 358 , ; > 

5 O No 


DN” 
: 
* . 
VF I 
* 


wu = A 8 
—_ i\ 4 
a» as - Fo 412 4 

TFH 1 


= 


— 14 8 0000" 
WEN Zi 55 os = 


do, { S.. 
OW could you ſtrive my lo to thwart 7 | 
You ae F FA miſchievous chit! 
While vou mutt be convinc'd in your heart 


Tau vg own you advanc'd not, a whit, 
do 1168 in the manger a cur, 
Unable himtelf to eat hay; 
Yet he ſnarls, 
And quarrels, 
And makes ſuch a ſtir, 
That he keeps the ſtarv'd horſes au ay. 


SONG 103. A Tri: in Midas. 


Tune: Twas within a furlong of Edinbro' town, Oc. 


Por, O fcar ſhail drive me ever hence 
From thy, Gr thy embrace | 
Daren, 


Por. 
Dari. 
Nys. 
Dapu. 


Por. 
NVA. 


What ? 


4 7 -3 


to her before my 


Well —ſtay—await the tree — 


Hy ſtay—be hang'd = fer me 


The nooſe 


I chute, 


gre I will 1. 


Thee, Divi i—c 


| 
* 5e, 


To me then piight your oth, 
17 1 0 me now take Your Oath, 


Licher to quit Im Toth, 


mm 3 
Ingrate ! 


Faiſe mate! 


11 To me then plight your goth; 


fo: 


Either 2 quit F 


Ks TR 
$0, Cratc : 


Falſe mate! 


[ 


= * * * 
* vo if __ 
TLara ade. 


* 
* 7 

' > 
2124 — 


Jhate 


21 10 dh. 


12 now t. ke vour oath, 


do you make no difference 
between hers and my 
How ? do you give the preference 


facg ? 


bo. 


Zen 


L £8 |] 


- Parn. Vo vi 
Fo... Yet 417 
NYs4. To Wait; 
Darn. At night; can't pleat! 
Por. Fre ig! [il pleaſe ye Both. 
NSA. ty night you can't plcaſe 


8 O N G 106. Sung by Mi D AS: in VIidas. 
Tune Ai! las to a fryar came, Cc. 


F in te courts vour ſuit depend, — 
a grudge it you cate er- tain; 
Be ſcre you make tlie judge your friend 
By a tip behind tac curtain, 
Then decree goss; 
Glib egainſt vc ur foes, 
"ho? before it ſeem'd oncertais, 


&z © 


_SONG ie. Suing by Pan: in Nlidas. 


Tune. One long Whitſun-holidav, Ye. | 


O you ſign his mittimus, 
It vou with 

That ſhrewiſh 
Nys5a, pretty mouſe, 
May be your oven Titty-mouſe—— 
Whining, 
Retigring, 
Aud pining 

Won * 0. 


After this bold ſtroke again 

Sure, none will 

Lare oven ill— 

Will, or Hol blue 

My altars wi'l {mole 2 gain. 
Booing, 
Caron ſing, 
The y'll pay my rites due. 


This 


— " <4 


9. 


- We — DÞFAANC 


9. 


— 
9 
— 


This bleſt opportunity 
Knits us cloter in unity, 
So we, our community 
Rule all, 
Secure all 
Bas cen me zA won. 


SONG tos. 1 Hun 
Tux: . Thoma. Jeanudt. 3 


Midas. H Us arm'd wich beer 
No pow'r | fear, 
For, in my commiſſion my truſt i“. — 


Pax. Thus prim'd with ale, 
I muſt prevail 


Supported by good Mr. Juſtice.— 
M1pas. Nymp+* vin retent— "AY 


| ut 8 > 
Pax. Swain ſtill repent— i WIL 
M1pas. Thoſe love— W 

Pax. And theſe adore us. 

Both. When Por's once gone 


'Then all's our own ; 
We'll kick the whole county before us, 
before us, 
We'll Kick the whole county before us. 


SONG tro. Sung by Sitte: im Midas. 


Tin: When that 1 was but a little tin, 


9 at. 8 - 
V [EN gath'ring clouds obſcure the ſky, 


+ # 


boy, & 


With a craſh- dafl, 
Flith-tl2fh. 
ihe thun ler cracks and the liaht'ning fv ; 
Then rain —and all is lullab s. 9 


* 


- 
5 


90 


So, when a vixen's paſſions ſwell, 
T woe all ire, 
ces fire, 
Poſom . tis hell 
Then tears fall ſoft and all is well. 


8 ON 86 110. A duct: in Midas. | 


* Tunc: The man for life that takes a wife, Sr. 


Grandſire and dam 
Lo a ccuple of miſbegotten cubs, 


Mis. l\ ADE !-—to our ſhame, 


SikENo. Wie, take my word, 
He's tome great lord, 

And none of your ſneaking Any ſcrubs, 
He'}L br. fortune make 


„ 460 0 
— * 


| | «Mys15. 


dMys1s. As fool thinks, 3 — | 
So bell clink * 


<LiLENO, You're a fool ; 
Mys1%.- You're an owl : 
Bath, * You will repent it.. — A feel, &c. 


5 ON G 111. Sung by Pol: in Midas, 


Suc: By the pale light of the moon: wv-:ch ſee in the 
” fort wal. t 


II EN Faries dance round on the graſs, 
And frolick, to night's aw ſul noon ; 
ach elf, with his tight little laſs, 
Trips to che pale üght of the moon, 


105 
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In cnanre that the grey dawn of day 
Breo|; in on their 1evels ton ſoon, 
Diſturb'd they ell ſcuttle away, af 

And follow the glimpſe of the moon, 


SONG 112. Si by Mipas: in Nias, 
. A dance of MaRaxt: 1's. 


AVE vou fſecn two Foure:, tuggine, 
By the magic-lanwnn on a wall leflected, 
Here, the baker ſtruggling—there, the devil lugging, 
Till his prize he hurries off to hell? 


Me, thus, conſcience, one while, draws, 
And to fair dealing my mind's direted— 

Luſt gripes, anon, with her harpy claws 
Forcing me to ad —what I dare not tel], 


OME, let's ſupport our patron Pax 
Nor ſuffer th' old god be run down by a man; 
A vagrant, come 
With twang ſtrum-ſtrum, 
Who pretends 
To contend 


With our mighty hum-drum. 


CHORUS of SHEPHERDESSES, in reſponſe to the former. 
Tune: The ſecond ſtrain of ditto. 
Siſters, let us join and chuſe Por. our protector, 
Of all our ſports and paſtimes be he the director; 
His tender notes 
Will tune our throats 
To love, let's give to him our votes, 
And firixe the fülle piper dumb, dumb, dumb. 


F 4 SONG 


[ 92. 


5 ON 114 Sn ly DAM TAS 
F. Iidas. 


Tu : The French peaſant's dance. 


; F you take my advice, 
| | You will end it in a trice, 
| „joining all to vote with me for Pax : a 
| 12 5 bid this ſpars, go hang 
With his new-fanvled twang, 
For thepherd-ſwains he ne'er can be the plan 


| Why ſhould we conſent t'advance 
This new raree- 
Show vagary. 
Juſt brought in from France ? 
Why, affront our ruſtic 


T fairs and wakes. 
O'er ale and cakes, 
At bridal and at chriſt'ning; 
The cann, the joke 
Paſs'd round like ſmoke, 
While you to Pan fat liſt'ning. 


The kiſſes ſmack'd, 
The benches crack'd, 
My drone mclodious humming; 
The buzom iriſk 
Of planxties briſk, 
Mad- laffes kind and coming. 


This 


[93-1 
This piig 's (oft e 
Now hits your freak ; 

Jot mark, if his »rimace, 
Your e17ls don't Catch — 
Perhaps de Danch 

Your wives befo re your faces. 


SONG 1165. Seng by Musis: ½ Nlidas. 
Tua: Baaltiouragh. 


gs ; \HANKLESS !—poiillanimous !-- 
Shall we be thus tickle hearted * 
No.—againſt Port unanimous 
Let us from Pax ne'er be parted. 


Send the guittar back to courts again; 
Fob ofi this tatterdemallion: 
We'll to our innocent ſports again. 


Fogh pon fathidns ! Nan, 1 


OG e page, Nicks 
Tue: Come-hithery cs I Web- . | 


E T a rival vour picture draw ; . 

In pertection he” it hd out a Bax : 
Is black he will Bc, 

Mak? a il of a faint, i 


\nd change to an Gul a lacecaw. 1 


S ON 118. Sung by Por, n Midas. 


June No rymph that trips the verdant plans, S. 


T5 O Toons lot the Out! appeal ; 


Let Nivbas eps our cauſe: 
No might can over Por prevail 
Soſtain'd by your 7 applanſe. 


F. 5 9 5 In 


DArh. 


| | NSA. 


Nys. 
Darn. 


Nys. 
Daru. 
Beih. 

NySA. 
Darn. 


Nys. 


In vain may Mipas? partial voice 

To Pax the chaplet give; 
Pot. honour'd more by your kind choice, 
Triumphant ſtill ſhall live. 


SONG 


Nysa. 8 HEPHERDS, ſure you never 


[ 94 ] 


119. A Duets: in Midas. | 


Tune: Bien que j' examine, Oc. 


Will endeavour 
To diſever 
From our favour 
So ſweet a ſwain : 12 
None ſo clever 
E'er trod the plain. 


Shepherds, ſure you never, &c. 


» 
* % - _ , 
9 
, 
* 


£ * N . 
Boſoms warming, 


Wrath diſarming 
With his ſoft lay. 


He's ſo charming, 
Ah let him tay ! 


He's fo charming, 
Ah let him ſtay ! 


Pan's pipes are fit for wild rocks and bleak 
Mountains ; r 


Po,'s lyre ſuits beſt our cool groves and cleas 
fountains. | 


Pan is old and muſty, 
Stiff, fuſty, 


Sour and crutty , Da? 


* 
1 


[ 95 
Darn. Por. is young and micrty, 
Light, airy, 
As a fairy. 
Nysa. Can ye baniſh Por ?—no, F.0. 


Darn. Muſt Pax fall ?—ay, let him go. 
Beth. Ay,—let him go. 


Dayn. Par's pipes are fit for wild rock and bleak 
mountains; 


Nysa. Por's lyre ſuits beſt our coo! groves and clear 
fountains. 


Darn. Pax is old and muſty, | 
N ISA. Stiff, fulty, 


2ub. (> berge ity... 


Darn. Ter is reef and m , 
. (Pals. & #72, N | 
NSA. lade * BUY, 8 


Beth. As a fairy. 
| Darn. Can ye baniſh 7o:, ? 
NyYsa. No, no. 


Daru. Shall Par fall? 
| NYSA, Ay, —let him go. 


B;th. „let ham 30. 


80 » & 


| [ 96 } 
| 4 


[| SONG 120. Chorus of Shepherdeſs's : tn 
Midas. 


Tune : Fill ev'ry glaſs, Cc. 
1 UZZ. A, for Por, !- 


1 His ſtrains delight us, 

Invite us 

[fl To follow pleaſure's call. 

1 His gay poli iteneſs we'll extol : 

Pax s furly, booriſh humours, 
iright us.-—{{r2za for Pol, Sc. 


Chorus of Shepherd's, to the ſame tune 


IIuzza, for Pax! 
Ilis planxtics warm ns, 
And form us 8 
To labours üt For * E 
Jolly at . Ae, £5 


8 . a 


8 ſ pag for Por 1 ee. 
: * | Huzza, tor Þ N . 


O NG 121. Cg by Mi pas: ix Midas. 


* 


Zune he Kettle Bender. 


Y \ 7 HAT 2 devil's here to do? ye loggernead: 
a and S hes! 
and hey, you—and each one of ye 
ti ſy is a 
1 Gut, Il as Gs poll down jour pride as 
1 A gun, or as i'r Jaſtice Midas. 
Cnoxus of all. 
O wemendeus Jute MID a5 
Who ſpall oppole * le : ice Mipas 


% © * 
Slrrah, 


Mibas 


| 


1297 J 


Mibas. 


I'm giv'n to underſtand that you're all in a pothe: harte, 

Debating whether Pax or Pos ſhall play another year, 

Dare you think your clumly lungs ſo proper to de- 
cide, as 

The delicate ears of juſtice Minas ? 


Chorus F all. 
Let them be judg'd by juſtice Minas. 
Who has either taſte or ſkill, compar'd te juſtice Mip »s * 


O tremendous juſtice Mip as 
in jhall opprje wiſe juſtice Mio ad ?— 
Let ihm be jadg d oy juſtice Mip x5 : 
Il ho can boaſt of taſte or Mill jo great as juſtice Midas? 


SONG 122. Sung by Mipas: in Midas. 
Tune 5 Ceaſe your funning, Sc. 


T OW;7m teated, 

+. + 4 fe Heated | al, "+50 

Like the Sophi on his throne. uk 3 
In my prefente,. r den 1..7 
Scourdrd, pcalanc: 2 


Shall not calt their ſauls their own. 


M. teheit is 
F! „ who bett is 

Skill a! 6d m can chick:— 
Ne'er tne leer 
Shall ſhew's noſ ©. 4, 

But tranſported be lis. a thief. 


SONG 123. Corus of Shepherds and 
Se pberdiſs er in Midas. 


Tune : See the conqu'ring hero comes, Sc. 


EE! triumphant fits che bard, 

Crown'd with bays, his duc reward. 
Exil'd Por. ſtall wander far; | 
Exil'd twang his faint guittat » White 


_—_ 


(98 ] 
While, with ecchoing ſhouts of praiſe, 
We, the bag-pipes glory raiſe. 
See triumpbant, &c. 


SONG 124. The laft ſong iu NI. Jas, 
Tune pufl. about the briſk bewl, Ec. 
Minas. 


H Y-! you pr iful ferub ! 
To create this hubhub 
You mult ſure hae a forchead of braſe: 
If you fancy, you can 
In ſong rival Pax, 
freely pronounce you an Aſs—axr 1; : 
J Freciy pronounce via an &* | 


Pax's maiculine voice 
Does this ſqueaking boys 
In ſtreng . 


„ 


N 
N Mat ales ++ - able, &Cc. 


Aporto. 


Thou dunder-hcad fot ! 
Thou ſhalt now go to pot, 

As ſure as thy name is Midas; 
Thy ſcurvy decree 
Againſt my deity 

1 , FR, J 7 
Hath prov'd thee a manifeZ Ais—ez 4/5 
Hath pred tete, &c. 


Dunce, I did but ſham; 
For, ApoLLo TI am, 
God of mulick and king of Parnaſs ; 
But thou, pert and dull, 
Who weaiclt the ſruil, 
Een wear too the cars of an Aſs—ar As : 
E'cn uta beo, &c. 


Thy 


i 


( 99 | 
Thy rapine, pride, fraud, 
And contempt of a god, 
Have caſt thee out from thy own clafs ; 
In muſick thy taſte 
Shall be henceforth expreſt 
By the muſical bray of an Aſs—enr A : 


By ue muſica!, &c. 


To theſe I tranſlate 
Thy caſh and eſtate 
E-tortion's iniquitous mais ; 
And 'ſquire, 'ſtead of thee, 
Stb xo ſhall be, 
While thou bray'ſc about like an Aſs.— A A, 
While thou bray'fl, &c. 


| Girls, look not ſo blank— 
Your beauties I thank 
i For the bliſs I enjoy'd on the graſs. 
Ev'ry god that look'd on | 
Like me would have done, 
Or elie his godſhip is an Aſs—an afs : 
Or elje his, &c. 


Depend on this boon, 
Good huſbands and ſoon. 


The young lords ye ſee in this glaſs ; 
Careſs them, while I, 


Recall'd to the ſky, | 
Make fun of old Pax and Midas —Minoas. 


Make fun of, &C. 


Darhxx. 
To the bright god of day 
Let us ſing, dance and play; 
3 Clap ha ds, ev'ry lad and kind laſs! 
Now, criticks, beware 
How ye carp at our fare: 
Remember the fate of MiDas—Mivas; 


Remember de fate of MiDas.. 


: CAN 


[* 100 J 
GranDd CHORUS Hall. 


To the bright god of day 
Let us, &c. &c. &c. 


End of the Songs in MIDAS. 


CEE SERENE a EN SHE 


S 0O0NG: 125: On the annreer/ary fat of 
the governors of the Small- - DOK and imiculatiin 
hoſpitals, London. 


HIL E. jovfu! here we mest, 
V Our anuual courte complete. 
Of charity; 
Mau all now fee! its fire; 
Its ſacrad acts admire; 
And, While vc ive tie lyre, 
Still ib ral be. 
How godlike to beſtow. r 
On thoſe u Ehm peru and oe, 
Would ſoon deſtroy,! 
Heav'n wills that all“! 
Hence bleſſings round us i;.:cad”;: 
That the ra? plenty thed « 
All mi ht enig: 


Dire foe to blist un caſe, 

How dreadful's the diene 
Which Toils: dne "pup a 

And, like n ragiag lame, 

Darts Li. 10 K the Viet fr. ne. 

Its le, G hich war a namc, 
All 11:5 embrace. 

Soccov: uy: in ich Aire, 

Jheſe 0.qects oft ad dre! 
The ſkies in praver; 

For thote who hen. i their 0 

Who, (pit) in the. of od 

Did their 2urce vans in 

With pou: ga-. 


— 


' 
* 


[no culation nail . 
Mav thy kin < power uc der fail; 
Bc: ut ch ict tC! id. 
From thee Ay grief aud pain: 
Thou bid. Lalth chear cach vein 
The oraces; and their train, 
On thee at Eras 
Thrice 12 py thoſe noſt be 
Who have recourieo te) tnve 
In life's [wit bloom: 
While moi who thun th, aid, 
Of croudud Ons afraid, 
In the ſequeitered ſhade 
Their years conſume. 


While thus the hymn we raiſe 
This charity to praiſe, 

Ye Angels hear! 
Lays that to virtue tend ; 


Which good deeds recommend. 


May to yon ſpheres aſcend, . . 7 te 


r 
With Groxcswel clo cbs ie >>"; CITE 
Long be our Patron's * = ra. 


One glorious day! 
With 3 we'll 1 join; 
Bright wreathes for them entwine.— 
For ever may their line 

The ſcepter ſway! 


SONG 126. The Bath Ghoſt. 


N the days of our fires, 
Strange 19:13 and wild-fres 
Aﬀri--h ted the girls and the boys; 
Bu: of late ol. Sir Nick 
tlas found 1 new trick, 
And only appears in a wie: 


That 


His Maje/ty graciouſly cord nted to be the patron of 
© hoſpitals 


162 
That it whilom bel, 
As we all Know wo we! J. 


At a Quaker's, wh e ſpirit within 
Was Put to the rout 


By a foirit without, 
That made a moſt terrible din: 


Being ſorely af il, 
He called to kis aid 


All forts of good people to ſave lum; 
Who readily went, 
With a pious intent, 


Fer fear leſt the devil ſiculd have him. 


The peers and the commons 
Sabmit to his ſummons, 


For the ſake of ſo worthy an ho : 
Much 5 y came, 
ro 


Who were 
— * —— 8379 * 


om dn 1 3 — 


But ho n ee | 
1 


gecure, 


— ——— 


Believe it wat vb i 
Whilſt they made it day with their eyes: 


How bleſt is our iſle, 
Where ſuch graces do ſmile? 
What nation can boaſt ſo much merit, 
Where beauties ſo bright, 
In the dead of the night, 
Defy both the fleſh and the ſpirit ? 


Thus ſtrengthened, mine hoſt 
Did vapour and boaſt, 
And bounce like a ſtout valiant jaylor ? 
In his own wiſe conceit, 
Was wholly as great, 


If not greater than Fox or the Nailor. 


But 


[ 103 J 


Nut dres ful, alas! : 

When min eehte wa paſt, 
WI. bo con ant experience 'tis found, 

And Child ri: can tell, 

Before they can f; il, i | 
That gho?-. like the watcn, take their round 


Then a noiſe from afar, 

Like a drumming tc war, 
Made «wry viſage look pale; 

The blond from cach part 

Flew ſwift the heart, 
And the ſpirits found vent at the tad, 


Tho? ſhocking the ſmell, 

Yet, it happened full well, SS 
For it kept all the ladies from fainting ; 

But to ſhew us each face, 

What a pity it was, n 
That HoGarT4 was not there with his painting 7 


Thus we fairly, tan 
Account for the ti . n 
But what the range — ng | e 
Oh! hard to believe it, " ies 
Who would ever conceive it ? 
"Twas the captain's great dog and a flea. 


SONG 127. 


II EN Luna, pale with ſolemn mein, 
| O'erlook'd the ſpreading trees; 

And all attentive was the ſcene, 

Nor whiſpered once a breeſe: 
Upon a dewy bank xeclin'd, 

Poor Damon breath'd his ſighs, 
Till tears relieved; then Fate unkind, 

And wretched me' he cries. 


Farewell my CTor, farewell all 
That uſed to charm thy ſwain; 

Nor time, nor admonition's call, 
Can caſe thy Dantox's pain. 


— — : ˙ 2 ˙·— » N — 


23 —_—  — 


— — 


[ 164 ] 
Nor thou, my pipe, wioſe echoirg voice 
Has charmed my love and me, 


And, when the tune was CLot's choice, 
« Redoublec melody. 


O how can ] ſorget each ſcene, 
(Or thinking tail to die) 

* Of ſportive inrocence between 
6 My faithtul! _— and I ! 

Ho charm: ag: palſod each pleating kour, 
In winca the 52 rant grove, 
The 4 ling ſtream, and mantling bower, 
© Bche:d our mutual love! 


How ſweet the ſmile that deck'd her face, 
* When near her lips I drew ! 

* But ſmiles and kiſſes (cruel caſe,) 
* From henceforth all adieu. 


The bluſhing roſe 


To virtue's ru a 

Go ſearch, but ſearch in vain to meet 
With like the village round; 

* So made to charm her ſhape and air, 
When tripping o'er the green, 

The ſighing ſwains ſurveyed the fair, 
* And calPd her beauty's queen. 


Forgive me then, each nymph and ſwain, 
Nor blame my ſighs fincere, 
But, when ve paſs where CLoe's lain, 
« Let pity drop a tear. 
Thus Damo:: told his tale ſevere, 
Till inward turned w tide ; 
Then, overcome with ey deſpair, 
He broken hearted dy'd. F 


SONG 


* — — — 


SONG 125 Y Lalleries. 


LOT T' RV,. like a magie ſoe!l, 
All ratiks of men be witches, 
W io: beating beſoms vai inly ſwell 
Witu hope 'of dd mn riches: : 


With . pe ro gain "ex TuousAN D PounD 


How wean, polt to ruin, 
And for in e pty, airy found, 
Contrive their own undoin g! 


Choſe o hen wealth ker ſtores had ſhed, 


Mov firmly bear he: Nr a s 
Put tun cho mr ther, daily bread, 
Ott „el THOU a their loſſes. 
Tis ſt. ange, fo nan fonts we find, 
By 8 .kets thus F uded, 
And by a trifling turn of mind 


From 2 


2 — 


i} or 

Three. ul life's v=:inas ſtages, care 
Our peace will oft diſquiet; 

Like a free— gift; it comes, we ne'er 
Need he in aaite to buy it. 


He who, Intent ga 4dowy ſchemes, 
By r el Wem 5 deeply hubh led, 
De'-rves to wake from golden dreams, 
V. ith dime ben mant doubled. 
Uumored by -unc's fickle wheel, 
Tie wile ru 5 deſpiſes; 
And ut 2p couchs with Fevent al — 
Sue gives the niglhieſt Prizes, 


See the briſk hours on roſy wing 


106 ] 


SONG 129. The tft; a catch. 
IVF the toaſt, my good fellow, be blithſome | 


and gay, 

And let the briſk moments paſs jocund away ! 
Here's the King—take your bumpers, my brave Iriſh 

ſouls, 
Who guards vour fair freedom, ſhould grace your full 

bowls. 
him live—long and happy, ſee Lew1s is brought 

GOowNn, h | 
And taite all the comforts (no cares) of a crown. 


SONG 130. On the Royal Nuptials, 


YMEN to thee our pray'rs aſcend ; 
To thee fair Albions ſov' reigns bend ; 


Thy fragrant roſes ftrow : | | | 


Their hands let ſmaling concord join ; 
Verxvus a myrtle wreath intwine 2 


Wr ae I PAVEL rom, 


From morn's hrig/« portal jacund ſpring; 
To hail the hay py day; 
VWhilit flow retires the Hefperian tar, 
Phoebus impatieat mounts his car, 
And beams his brighteſt ray. 


Look through the radiant liſts of time: 


Seelt thou in aa age or clime 
A nation biete d like this ? 


A king whole will's the people's voice, 
A queen whoſe worth's the people's choice, 
Accumulate its blits, 


Whilſt, glad to cull each blooming flow'r, 
And deck, bright pair, your nuptial bow'z, 
Light frite the purple loves, 
Reaſon with joy the work ſurve ys 
And virtue, ſmiling as thy gaze, 
Their buiy care approves. Though 


- 
CM I 223 — 
* 


| WE | 


al. 
But, ink'd in Fiv wizn?: ſil 


— 
— 


- 
— — 
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Though idle fops, flill prone to change, 
Like the gay bee inceſſant range, 
' Tis tolly deems them free : 
Ye know to vield in virtue's cauſe ; 
To bend the will to reaſon's laws 


Js real liberty. 

No wild defires can joy impart ; 

They pleaſe the ſenſe, ne'er reach the heart, 
Evaporate and cloy : 

Who ſtil] purſue but never fix, 

Nor mental charms with ſenſual mix, 
Poſſeſs, but ne'er enjoy. 


Hrurx, far nobler gifts are thine ; 
Each ſocial joy, cach blits divine, 


bo oe - "37 wat: 
. <7 — 


: 


P 
den chain, 
Monarchs the various bliſs attain 

Of ſubject and of king. 


Though ſenſe and mind, which man compoſe, 
Deſigned as friends, disjoined as foes, 
To diff 'rent objects tend; 
Yet bound in Hy:tx's ſacred tves. 
The low, the high, diſcoruing joue 
Of tenſe and reaſon blend. 


See the gay bubbles round us play ; 
Still as we graip tie flit away, 
Emblems of huma., s! 
But children lating picatuies give; 
In them to future times we live, 
And gather future jos, 


[ 108 ] 


| Tf ſuch the bliſs of Fly men ſtate; 

What joys, bleſted pair, on vou await! 
Beauty and fr: 1 ſhip | "eines; 

Beauty, to fill each raptur d ſenſe : 

Whilſt friendſhip's vital powers diſpence 
The rap*:re to the mind. 


And, when we look to that dread hour 
When GzorGez and ChHirtotTeat are no more. 
This hope 1llume: the breaft : 
Süll in their offspring they ſhall ſway ; | 
We in our ſons ſhall hail this day, 
In future ages bleſſed. 


is 


FE comes! | fee her from afar, 
3 Heav 1 * „** 


SONG 131. On the ſame gccaſion. 
O Refulgent as the morning ſtar, >; 
Or as the geg 12 3 
2 bez PISA en 3s | 
Lay the & Fett 
Th' obedient 
And pay due h@ — 3 — —— 


Inured too 5 to martial noiſe, 
She comes to taſte the envy'd joys 
Of glory and repoſe ; 
No more to hear the orphan's cry, 
The heart- feit . ang, the pt: »intive ſigh, 
No- ch i a, Proacung foes. | 
Boaſt r':ten, G ' bog! t the triumph ot thine eyes; 
The bell of princes is CHARLO1TE'S prize. 


And ſee ! the royal yo nta a pcars, 
Mature in glory, rip. in years, 
Britannia'! darlin cure.— 
Tell me ve ens [205 didant pow 'rs, 
Worte can bat a king * e gurs, 
Wat ea a ec ſe ſalr t 
Illuſtcio ne - aorche thou hat gained from Heav' a 
Its chaices SITE Wha more could it have giv'n! 
Tar 


vr 


_ 0 
Immortal HY mer, to whole cre p 
Belong the folemn rites, prepare 
To crown the happy day 
Ye muſes, {weep the founding lyre 
Exert your warm poetic fire 
To chace the hours away, 
"Till GeorGE receive her to the nvptial bed; 
Till innocence with royal virtue v. cd, 


And, when in living verſe ve tel! 
How Britain rul'd, how. Galina toll, 
In his auſpicious ren, 
Her beauty's empire ſnall be ſung : 
Her merit, praiſed by ev'ry tongue, 
Shall cloſe the grateful ſtrain: 
„Long may ſhe boaſt the triumph of her eyes, 


++ Long may the belt cf princco be her prize!“ 


* * + Hf 
MN 1 
* * 4 * . 
” 


. 


* * 22 * ba. F , 
SON 
SONG 1334 uo ltttinge.. 
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. 
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# 


Away, my biave- boys, dd yourrhorſes nan; 
vor the prime of our pfeafufè, and queſting the hne. 
We have not ſo much as a moment to ſpare. 
Cuno. Hark! the lively tancd hers, 
Me o melodious it founds, how meledicus it fer fs 
To the affen Jong, to the zuuſtcul Jens of io 144. 
ry-mouth*d howu:ds, 


In yon ſtubble field we ſhall find her below ; 
cho! cries the huntſman ; hark to him, ſcho! 


See! ſee where ſhe goes, and the hounds hare a vicw ; 
Such harmony Hax DEL himſelf never knew. 


Cuo. Gates, hedges, and ditches,' to us cre us U cm, 


But the world is cur can while u "fecobIT 705 
hounds. 


Hold, hold, *tis a double; hark, hey! Bowler, hey! 
If a thouſand gainſay it, a thouſand hail jye ; 
— © ED 


Hits 


a II E | niotning 1s charming, allire is gay. : 


110 6 


Ilis beauty Tu: 5 aſung, his froth has bee; tryed, 
At the head of the 85 ack an infallible guide. 


Cuno. Ht his c C 1 . g Ae. ol avel fi: © W 5 thunder „be I 265 
Th: a % of hunters, the glory of hounds. 


rgnlancs and low lands, and woodlands we vs 
Our! . ric 5 full tpecd, and cur Kaas + in tull cry; 
So match ork 1"? their : mouths; and to even they run, 


Jie the trine cot ty ſpheres, and the race of the ſun. 
i Cuno. 2 d.. . 2. 14: filic , 4 et "11 the PIERS, 
Sil bl. bh gay ale of hunters and bounds. 


The old Þoun's pur forward, a very ſure fign, 


That che hare {though a Aout one) begins to decline ; 
A chace of two hours or more the has led, 
Slice? 8 dou 'l, look about Ve, they have her, he's dend. 


* . U 5 . 
Cao. Irv zl9;79us a death to be lancurid Tete ana- 


As the RW 


Cuo. Ard free from the care wvhich | the m many ſurrounds, 
2. 5 at lat au they fre no more hounds, 


SONG 132. For the Carch-Cluab at the 
Pliauix in Merbiugb. ſtrect. 


Tune : Come let us prepare: wyich fee after this feng, 


HEN the deity's word, 
Throughout Chaos was heard, 
And in order uproſe this val: ball, fir, 
The ſpheres ſung his praiſe, 
Who from diſcord could . 
This Harmony, Harmony all, ſir. 


Each child of the earth, 
The chorus ſung ſorch, 


Te 


E 


F-38046] 


Te-deums were gratefully given; — 
Land, fea and Kies rung, 
With creation's glad fong ; 

And Harmony echo'd thro' Heaven. 


"Tis muſic whole charms 
Each fierce paſſion diſarms, 

Az we find by unhappy king Saur, ſir, 
When his harp David tuned, 
Madneſs ſunk at the ſound, 

For ſonſe comes at Harmony's call, fir, 


The ſpider inflam'd, 

| Tarantula nam'd, "i 

With his ſting will each viéstizi, appal, Hr. 
But muſic is ſure, 
The fad patient to cure, 

For health comes t lia mony's call, 7c, 


Tiuorntus had fcill, 
To curb Pniiie's fon's will, 
V::it a touch made his heart rite or fail, fir, 
He in tune put his breaft, 
Ten let love do the reſt, 
Far love co:nes at Harmonv?s call, fir. 


Fueivice's fyain, 
By hi, ſenſe-ivtling Krain. 

Could the ſoreft' wild tenants enthr ii. tt. 
Nay ſloacs we can prove, | 
Will obedient move, 

At Harmory's, Harmony's call, fir. 


Nan and beaſt will decay, 
Rocks and ſeas tink away, 
The great globe mutt to ruin reũgn 
Yet in ileaven above, 
Still will muſic ard love, 
Eternal in Harmony join, ne, 


„ 
— 


This night let us ſtrive, 
ry" . 
Jo keep humour alive, 


* 
— 


[308.1 


Zut firſt we'll this bumper diſpatch, es 
Let him, who ſings bcit, 
Sing a ſong tor the reſt, 

Or join as he ought in a catch, fir. 


SONG 134. Sing by Free-Mafns, ate. 


making au entered. apprentice. 


OM PF, let us prepare, 
We brothers that are 
Met together on merry occaſion ; 
Let's drink, laugh and ſing, 
Our wine has a ſpring : 


Here" 5 a health to an Accepted Maſon. 
Cho. Let's ariu, lan gh, &c. 


The world is in pain, 
— Our ſecret to gain, 
But ftill let them wonder and g 
Till they're ſhewn the 
U ner know the right 
Word, or fign of an Accepted Maſon. 


"Tis this, and 'tis that, 
They cannot tell what ; 
Why ſo many great men in the nation 
Should aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one 
With a free and an Accepted Maſon. 


lon, 


Great kings, dukes, and lords, 
Have laid by their ſwords, 
This our myſt'ry to put a good grace on , 
And ne'er been aſham'd 
To hear themſelves nam'd 


With a free and an Accepted Maſon. 
Antiquity's 


. 


* — 


* The three laſt lines of this verſe are ſometimss ſung thus: 


They ne'er can divine, 
The word or the ſign, 
Of a free and an Accepted Maſon, 


Antiquitz's pride 
We have on our fide, 

It makes each man juſt in his Ration ; 
There's nought but what's good, 
To be underſtood 

By a free and an Accepted Maſon. 


We're true and fincere, 
We're jult to the fair, 
They'll truſt us on ev'ry occaſicn ; 
No mortal can more 
The ladies adore 


Than a free and an Accepted Maſur. 


Then join land in hand 
To e:ch cther frm ſtand, 
Let's be merry, and gut a bright face on: 
No Blortal FH Beek + >, . | 
that, | 


* - - 
” 


Cy noble 
Ad a free 


No morial c 7 my 
So noble à toaſt, 
As a free and an Accepted Maſon. 


Thrice repeated in due form 


To all the worthy fraternity round the glcbe. 


SONG 135. 


O Greedy Mibas, I've been told, 
That what you touch you turn to gold; 
© had I but a pow'r like thine, 
I'd turn whate'er I touch to wine. 
Pd turn, &c. 


Zach purling ſtream ſhould feel my force; 
Each fifth my fatal power mourn ; 

And vond'ring at the mighty charge, 
Should in their native regions burn. 


S 3 


* — « ® P f | | 2 a 
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Nor ſhould there any dare approach 
Unto my mantling, ſparkling ſhrine, 

But firſt ſhould pay thetr votes to me, 

And ſtile me only god of wine. 


SONG. 136. The Ii iſbes 


INCE wiſhing's the faſhion, ſhall we baulk the 
ſtrain, | 
And, while bards are wiſhing, in filence remain ? 
By Jove 'twould be ſhameful, it never ſhall be, 
Then join worthy Britons in wiſhing with me. 
T hen join, &c. 


The firſt wiſh T make (to the heav'ns let it ring) 
Is honour, and pleaſure, and health to the king; 
May he reign long and happy, | be ſhare, 
And his Ne bs are. 


Fang, * 4 wr? 


4 


Wot her o'er, 


ene . 


May the enen J 
An amiable Tonferr, companion, and Hi 


All rapture and purity, oh ! may their bed, 
By the loves and the graces, with roſes be ſpread : 
ay an offspring ſucceed (can we better deſire i) 
As bright as the mother, as wile as the ſire. 


May the ſeaſons preſs forward, their ſenſes to greet, 
And the hours dance around them, with down cn their 
feet; | 0 
No cloud to o'c:fiads 'em, no thorn in their ways, 
hut love, wealth, and glory, increaſe with their days. 


SONG 137. 
'S OME, let us drink, ang {can all forrow, 


For perhaps ve may not, for gerhaps we may not, 
ror perhaps we may net mect here te iuorrow. 


He 


— — 


—_—_— —— — ᷣ——— 
— —— ——ͤ— 


And now ſells her for chariot and wealth, fir. 


F £3. 
Ile that gor: to bed, goes to bed, goes to buy fuer, 
Falls as the leaves do, fal!: 28 th "© »C5S lo, 
Fails a; the leaves do in Ober 


Thi will cure che lea Lach, tbechegh and te! N LOTT TOR 
This is to all men, enis is co all me! i, 
Thie 3« ty all mea the be of phy. 


ON G 138. The Pins piaul. 


— * . * . * 
Jane: Come :ct us Prepare, LP =: h.ch P* 20 Fi! 122 


F E pimps at! dr as near. 
* A Umake it appear. 
That I pimp 1 15 nm rat. 2 Iv Hat 23 
And tha 4 pim Ps VE apes all, 


(1 aver) great anti ſinal! 


From dhe head co the tail ac dhe pation. 


"| nepriefiariy Plain, 


Joche lage of 8. 


— * > | 1 
Dame re 


And will me ph: wht | | 


That no nymph is 155 f fair, 
Tho' he knows all the time—'tis a lye, firs. 


be 


The grave judge on the bench, 
Will ſwear there's no wench 

Like juſtice, fo ſafe and fo ſound, firs, 
Tho? he looks without guile, 
Yet he knows all the while 


She's been pox'd by the lawyers all round, fre. 
The doctor fo grave, 


Js as arrant a knave, 

And a pimp to a lady call'd health, ſir, 
Tho' the ſon of a whore, 
Has debauch'd her before, 


G 4 


-- _ 


Improves = 
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L ne player { «een, 
Pimps for tragedy's queen, 
and for comedy ſel:iiom refuſes; 
Tir manager's s foul 
I 2 pimp to hi, cal, 


And the poet's a pimp io the muſes. 


gw +0 


e faldicr and tar, 
re the pimps ot the war, 
AC the Drau is a pimp by profeſſion; 
ihe ſtatetman, 'tis true, 
Give the dev:l his duc, 
7: no pimp—but. the bawd of the nation, 


SONG 139. The Kildare Hunt, à can- 


tata. 


Serbs: 25 t 


But ah, no hp ind ; 
uch the effects of vain deſire, 
Still wanting what we can't acquire. 


Ar. 
Tune: Le the tempeſt of war: which ice in the firſt vol. 


Aly the joys of my ſoul, be exempt from controul, 
Unincumber'd with fear or with pain; 

IWWith the ſors K the chace, I'd each pleaſure enibrace, 
OF tho Eauile, the bore, or the plain. 


Tte 1 42 Kiidare c away, e Here the bucks 4 Ter | 
Share thi charms of the biwwl and the fe: '*Þg 

it tien 4 J iger, avoat can never aullar, 
Toe plicſieris ⁊ruhich ealher can vicl t, 


RECITATIVE. 
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| RecitTarTive. 


| But ah! too ſoon the roſey cheek. 
| Of ruddy youth will fade away, 
And wrinkled age infirm and weak, 
Bring on the winter of decay. 


rerxcn-Horsg Arx. 


Thor ge bucks weho love the ſport, 
To the Kildare hunt u. pair, 
T here the fers 97 rurth reſort, 
Free fi em or roc cid of care ; 


Iiorns ſounding» 
Foy abounding ; j 
Ec, o fill; the air. 
Nature joins the jrvial lay, 


Haſte, —natge.. 5 Arn, obey... 


2 
82 N 
[ Lo! the dees rl + 8 42 
| oF rend li wirdont plade ** ear - . 
| ys WEIS SEES: 
BY. 203” 


Ty 
ViEkedns Sounding, &C, 


&*. -* 


Set with eager joy the hounds, 
Snuff the ſportive chace purſue ; 

Hill and dale their cry reſcunds, 
While the flying dier sn view. 


Horns founding, &. 


Furemoſt in the jowvial train, 
View a martial form and min; * 


Hark his voice delights the plain, | | 


As hi, pre/ence glad the et unc. I» | 
Horns ſounding, &c. 
? G 5 Thus 


- 


—— 


(el. * 


| 
1 
| 
. 
Ld 
4 
| 
1 


| | 


—— — — 
— j — — 
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Tin; + Ogo fan a of yore, 
Taug ht cach azure bill the cry, 

*T:ll the gedi—could grds do rare ? 
Alva him ranger ar ; che y. 


Herns ſounding, &C- 


SONG 140. The Loyal Toofts. 


Wrote before the ceſſation of arms. Tune : Puſh about the 
briſk bowl, Ec. which ſee in the firſt volume. 


I X ſubjeRs as loyal the kingdom can prize, 
To toaſt it they met at the ſtar : 
Divinity, phyfic, a lawyer, likewiſe 
A merchant, mechanic, and tar, and tar, 
A merchant, mechanic, and lar. 


The bowl being brought, the 
2 81 N ee | 
| —_ 8 3 


7 7 1 ing, Ce. 


97 — 3 %- Th LT 
Then phys. 2 — 2 201d- he-ded c cane, 


And wit! gravity took op bis glaſs: 
Here's wiſhing our ſubjects united remain, 
Then the foes of our land's but a farce, a farce, Sc. 


aumpers they 


0 
« t bd 
* 


The lawyer he eagerly then tock a Huff, 
Th' expedition he had in his view: | 

Here's to Hawe, and all other that ſtick by the ſtuff, 
What e ler they attack to ſubdue, ſubdue, &c. 


Here's withing the war on with vigour may go, 
Said the merchant, tho? aſſurance us flecce : 


Two years more ſuch conqueſts, ſhall make them to 
know, 


That cn our own terms, we'll have peace, have 
- eace, &c. 
The 


— 


+ 4 conflellaticn in the Seuthern hemiJphere, 


— — — 
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The mechanic he wiſh'd that Great Britain's allies, 
With zeal and true courage may fight; 

Like Britons of old, who ſo freedom did prize, 
And bravely defended their right, their right, Oc: 


Plague them, quoth Jacx Tar, who'd hurt GrorGE 


and PITT, 
Make a cell in the baſtile their room; 
The worth of true freedom know, by wanting it, 
And cuckol'd by prieſts be their doom, their doom, 
Sc. 


Batrax xis appearing ſhe did them careſs, 
Boys! I have a ſon of my own ; * 
On whole royal boſom, freedom is impreſt, 
"Tis Grog the third now on the throne, Se, 


SONG 141. On the birth of the Prince of 
k Wales, Wk OA 


T O 5 Mees and ä— nd phe 
A ſom ds ern, = royal. heir... 
Bring ev'ry jem from ebry „ bred, 
To crown the lovely infant's head : 
Britons all hail th' auſpicious morn, 
When GORGE and CHarLoTTE's ſon was born. 


SONG 142. On the conqueſt of the Ha- 


vannah. 


Tune The Twitcher ; which ſee in pero 29. 


O W England's victorious, 
Our congueits more glorious, 
'T ban thoſe of Eriza or Axxa; 
Freedom drew Hnovr's ſword, 
Cure ge gave 45 the ward, 
And our carts of 2ak ſtorm'd the Lr brave , 
And cui hearts of «6k fterm'd the Ha cnnmah. 


ons 


For 


* 
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For Quebec, Montreal, 
Wartinique, Senegal, | 
With forrow each Frerchman looks wan-ah ! 
And I'll hold ten to one, 
That each whiſket-cheek'd don, 
Seems as queer tor the loſs of Havannah, brave bat, 


Oe. 


France and Spain would intrigue 
in a family league, 
nd Auſtria muſt join in the clan-ah ! 

Vet though Poliſh count Bx unr. 
Clabb'd the weight of his ſkull, 

All their heads coud'nt ſave the Havannah, brave boys, 

S. 

Our ground we made good, 
For Lehe we ſtood, 

To conquer or dię 


Were reſolv'd to go through, 
Unanimity flrengthened their plan ah! a 
Along Cuba s Coalt, 
But we Eriton's won't boaſt, 
Nor ſhall Spaniards now boaſt the Havannah, ae 
bezs, Ic. 


Once Spain in bravado 
Sent here an Armado, 
Put Praze drubb'd them out of their plan ah! 
In return for N treat, 
We diſp atch'd a fout fleet, 
To drubb 95 dons out of Havannah, Lrave boys, &: 


See BRITANxIA advance, 
Conguelts wicath on her lance, 
Magnauzmntty 


FA 


+». 


ak ac ad _ 


1 


Magnanimity marſhals her plan ah! 
Fame rejdiced ſpreads her wings, 
Hark exulting ſhe ſings, 


Britiſh heroes have won the Havannah, bras bers, Sc. 


SONG 143. The Pzale-Soup-Maker , or, 
a new m, at the B--df--rd head. 


Tune: Ye medley of mortals, Sc. which /e& next after 
this ſong. 


F late we have heard of a laird in high ſtation, 
Determin'd to give a treat to the nation; 
A meſs of pea-e ſoup, he has order'd, 'tis ſaid, 
To be cook'd in a trice at the old B—df—rd head. 
Sing tantara-rara wks all, wks ot. 
Sing tantara-rara coks all. 


The cooks all attended his call, you may gueſs, 
Where puzzling their brains, how to cook up the meſs 
Exch politic noddle reflected and reaſon'd, 

That the people would certainly like it well ſeafor'd. 


But my laird of the Boot us'd to oatmeal and water, 
To crowdy and gruel—knew nought of the matter, 
Moſt ſtrongly advis'd 'em with frugal patience, 

To leave out the ſeas' ning, and fave the expence. 


If this is the caſe then, how Britons will look ! 
Turn fick at the porridge, and rail at the cook; 
For who but a Sc—tſ—n could reliſh ſuch tuft? 
So prithee my laird—make it ſeaſon'd enough, 


If the true Attic ſalt ſhould be wanting, I fear 
The French will rejoice, and the Hollanders ſneer ; 
Poor England dejected would ſink down her head, 
And Sc—t{—n grow fat on the Engliſhmen's bread. 


Then rouſe hearts of oak !—from your lethargy riſe? 
"Tis time, my good friends, you ſhould open your eyes; 
You have fought—you have conquer'd—your honour 

increaſe, | 
Nor ſuſfer your fame to b: ſoil'd with a pe. S 
| Ne 


1 
No longer let bunglers in cook'ry pretend, 
To poiſon their taſtes for their own private end: 
Infipid ſoup meagre, or crowdy, or ſallad, 
Are not ſtrong enough for Engliſhmens palate. 


Let your ſoup, if you have it, be laſting and Prong, 
To ſtick to the ribs of the old and the young: 
High ſeaſon'd and rich, it will add to your vigour, 
And give you freth courage to draw ſword or trigger, 


Then *bate not a grain of your ſeas' ning at leaſt, 
Your ſpirit maintain e're your pow'rs decreas'd : 
To be gulPd of your glory, ne'er let it be ſaid, 
But down with the boot, and the old B—-df—d head. 


SONG 144 The Maſquerade. 


Wrete by Mr. GaR RICK, and ſung originally at Rauclug h- 

: 7; gardens, near Lendon. 

VE wedley of mortals that make up the throng, 

f ur wit for a moment and lift to my ſong ; 

What you'd not expect here, my wit ſhall be new, 

And what is more ſtrange ev'ry word ſhall be true. 
Sing tantara rata truth all, truth all, 

Seng tantara rara truth all. 


Not a toy in the place you'll buy ch: iper than mine, 
Bring your laſſes to me, and yeu':! iaxe all your coin; 
The ladies alone, will pay dear for mySkill, 

For if they will hear me, their tongues mutt lie ſtill. 
Sing taniara-ritia, mute all, &c. 


Tho' our revels are ſcorn'd bv the grave and the wiſe, 


Yet they practiſe all day, what they ſeem to d- iſe ; 

Examine mankind, from the great, to the ſmall, 

Each mortal's diſguis'd, and the world is a ball. 
Siag tantara- rara, maſs all, &c. 


The parſor, brimful of October and grace 
With a long taper pipe, and a round ruddy face; 
WIII 
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Will rail at our doing but when it is dark, 
The doctor's diſguis d, and led home by the clerk. 


Sing tantara-rara, maſks all, &c. 


'The fierce roaring blade, with long ſword and cock'd 
hat, 
Who with zounds ! he did this, and d's-blood he'll do 
that; | 
When he comes to his trial he fails in his part, 
And proves that his looks are but maſks to his heart. 
Sing tantara-rara, maſts all, &c. 


The beau acts the rake, and will talk of amours, 


| Shews letters from wives, and appointments from 
whores : 


But a creature ſo modeſt, avoids all diſgrace, 
For how would he bluſh, ſhould he mect face to face? 
Sing tantara-raray, maſts all, &Cc. 


The courtiers and patrjots, "mongſt ther 

Vil talk of theirgenntry, _ love. x 2 kings; 
But their maſks drop off, york een pelt — 
And ſhew King aud coontty all Ene bn elf. = 
* + * . "ing !atarit-fad; maſts ell, &c. 


With an outhde of virtue, Miſs Squeamisn the 
rade, | 

If you touch her, ſhe fatnts; if you ſpeak, you are rude; 

Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, *till her bloſſoms are 


gone, 


And when mellow, ſhe's pluck'd by the coachman or 
Joux. 


fine things, | 


Sing tantara-rara, maſks all, &c. 


With a grave maſk of wiſdom, ſay phyſic and law, 
In your caſe there's no fear, in your cauſe there's no 
flaw ; 
Till death and the judge have decreed, they look big; 
Then yon find you have truſted—a full-bottom'd wig. | 
Sing tantara-rara, maſks all, &c. | 


Thus life is no more than a round of deceit, | 
Each neighbour will find, that his next is a cheat; 0 


But 


( 124 J 


But if, O ye mortals, theſe tricks ye purſue ; 
You at laſt cheat yourſelves—and the devil cheats vou. 
| Sing tantara-rara, maſks all, &C. 


SONG 145. The Congreſt: er, a devise 


19 lower the land tax. 


ERE you may ſee the happy congreſs, 
H All now 1s done with ſuch a bon-grace, 
No Engliſh wight can ſurely grumble, 
Or cry, our tr—ty makers fumble. 
Deocdle, doodle, doo, pare paw paw, paw paw, 


Who would not for a p—ce like this, 
Replete with ev'ry kind of bliſs, 
Give all our c—q—ſts, all our gain-a, 
And glory in the highland thane a. 
| * Decale, duedle, doo, &c. 
Jide 4228734 bas 91 
rene 


A tartan plaid each chield ſhall wear-a, 
With bonnets blue we'll deck our hair-a, 
And make an act, that no one may put 


A felt, or beaver, on his caput. 
Deodle, doodle, dc, &0, 


Then ftrut with Caledonian pride, 

SHAKESPEARE and M1LTON fling afide, 

On bag-pipes play, and learn to ſing all, 

Th' atchievements of the mighty FIR GAU. 

Deoedie, doodle, do, &C. 


In gratitude all this we owe-a, 
For ſaving us from beaten foe-a, 
And is the leaſt we ſurely can do, 
For to regain loſt Newtoundl—do. 
Deodle, decdle, doo, &c. 
SONG 


-_ . — 828 — 
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SONG 146. The Piltical Bagpiper. 
Tune : The flowers of Edinburgh. 


RA lons o'BooT was a bonny muckle mon, 
Fra* Scotland he came wi' his broad{word in his 
hand, 
He came at the head of a bra' bonny clan, 
Who the de'il could his muckle muckle ſuit with- 
ſtand ? 
He looked fo neat, 
And he kiſſed fo ſweet, 
That a dame of renown ſoon gave ear to his ſuit ; 
Then his pipe he lugg'd out, 
And ye need not to doubt, 
But in concert he play'd—with her German fate. 


Quoth he bonny laſſie, your flute gangs weel, 
And keeps gude time wi” my, b e clear; 
die mutic as dd cu. (rely never | ARS 
In time to aceerd with an Engliſh car 
For what muſic ſo ſweet, *'* 
Or what harmony compleat, 
As the bagpipe join'd with the German flute ? 
Then turning up her eyes, 
Strait the muckle dame replies : 
When che bagpipe's play'd by my Joax o'Boor.” 


A 


Play away, bonny lad, .I have good ſtore of gold, 
Your bag ſhall be fall, while your pipe it can play, 
You ne'er thall return to a climate ſo cold, 
For your kiſſes are warmer and ſweeter than May ; 
Quoth he, do not mourn, 
For I ne'er will return, 
While here I can taſte of the golden fruit: 
Then his pipe he effay'd, 
And another lilt he play'd, 
In concert ſweet—with her German flute 


Away 


—— — — — — — 
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Au ay Engliſh fools, ye no more ſhall pretend, 
In muſic to vie with a bonny highlard mon; 
Nar'more ſhall the laſſes of Envland comme, 


For a quick merry itram, 
That enlivens cach vein, 
Who the de'il with a Scotſman (hall cor diſpute 7 
mm But his bagpipe alone, 
Has too much of tiic drene. 
And of need muſt be join'd—with m, German Say, 


Come on, bonny lads, then with p-lcaſure advance, 
Y our poor einpty icrips, and vour wallets diſown 


Jonx & Boar bear: the bell, fir, and leads up the dar ca, 


In the grand maſquerade at the thiſtle and crown : 
There ſweet' meats and wine, 
Shall intreat you to dine ; 
Your hunger ailwage, and your ibirits rceruit, 
While more ſoſt to the car, 
eee clear, : 
een e 
esrds to the ſtrain, 
| A better, ſure never was play'd on before; 
| The French-horn, at a diſtance, would join it amain, 
And the Spaniſh-guittar play an overture in ſcore ; 
But woe to the land, 
If they join in the band, 
Soon th? fiddle would be broke, and the fiddleſtick to boot; 
For an Engliſhman born, 
Should deſpiſe a French-horn, 
B Tho' his ear may be tickled by a German flute. 


SONG 147. The Grumblers of Britain. 
Tune: The roaſt beef of old England : which ſee in the 
; 8 


Jecond fart of this walume 


To a grambling poet, who grumbles in rhime, 
f To fit down in filence—is now dzem'd a crime. 

* Oe rum grumblers of England ! 
=_— And O the old. Englith grumbleys / 
| | When 


Tae fam'd Inft-jigor, ven compar'd to mv Jour ; 


| FN O ON people attend (if you can but ſpare time}.> 


el. 
—_— 


— — 
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When Stateſmen miſcarry and things go awry 
The coffee-houſe grumblers their rancour let fly, 
And inarl, ſnap and Worry —y ct now not for u ly. 
6 () 7he rium grumblers, Kc. 
| 
| 


Mauckle gice fills the heart of brave.Sawney the Scot, 
Becauſe he has flily the u; cr hand got, 
The Engitihinan grumbles—becguſe he has not. 
O the rum granmblers, &c. 


4 Some grumblers poſſeſs'd of more money than ſenſe, 
Complain of the land-tar, the war and expence, 
That conqueſt brings ruin they plead tor defence. 
O the rum £rumbi: Fr, Ke. 


| The poor people grumble about the ſtrong beer, 
Our ſoldiers and ſailors too grumble for fear, 
Of loſing the dollazs—they hope to bring here. 
O the rum grainblers, &c. 


The Pittamites grumhle at Hog aazgis new print, 

| With — Whqwnts Rnd OG 

And ſwcar from Jous But i—he has pilfer'd the hint. | 
| | O the rum grumblers, &c. 
| 3 
Old Fox ua exclaims thus againſt the qu—n's a—, 
« What pity the author unpunith'd ſhould paſs ? 
6 Let 1 grumble, cries Hai—while I add to the 

maſs,*? 


— 


Oo the rum grumblers, &c 


Thus grumbling and growling from morning ill 


* night, Fo 

The nation remains in a terrible plight ; -| 

] For grumbling will nexer—ſet matters to right. Wl 
O the rum grumblers,» 8 | | 


Then let us not into ſuch ſtrange madneſs fall, 
And loudly for peace, and no peace rave and bawl; 
But pray tor a good one——or elſe none at all. 

| Q the ram grumblers of England ! 
And O the old-Engliſh grumtlcrs 2 


C . SON 


* 


SONG 148. 


On matirg a minnorable general prace, ⁊uritien tn the Earl rf 
C—; in tte FABLE of <v3:ch there is fo iaterebing a 


Mor al, (cxcluſi ve of irs ftriking diallery) that the public 
ar! be highly plecfed wwith this, among the many other 
chice pieces of bumcar, avhich are not tu be feund in any 
ot her colletion.—Tuze: A begging we will go: Sich 


ee in the ſecond part of this volume. 


O Welchmen, partners in a cow, 
Reſolv'd to ſell her dear: 
They laid their heads together how 
To do't at Ludlow fair, 


© 


Fa! Ze rol, de r:l, a: rel, ar 1. ac re, | 


d- ral, de rel, d dol, &! du. 


*Twas on a ſultry ſummer's day 
When on they drove the bea! 


1 
o 


* 


1 


* 
>. F 
pry nn 75 * IB 2 
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Ed 4 "ur 
exnre of no beading, 


The cow, a 
The place with graſs being ſtor'd, 
Fed by, and while ſhe was a feeding, 

Let fall a mighty t—d. 


Rocrs, quoth Hucn, Þ'!! tell thee what, 
Two words and I have done: 

If thou wilt fairly eat up that, 
The cow 1s all thy own. 


'Tis done, quoth Roces, *tis agreed, 
And to't he went a-pace ; 

He was ſo eager ſet, *tis ſaid, 
That he forgot his grace. 


He labour'd with his wooden ſpoon, 
And up he flopp'd the ſtuff; 

Till by the time that half was done, 
He felt he had enough. 


7 


He 


92 — 


— — — — 


"EY 
129 ; 
Jie fell, but ſcorning to look back, 
Would feem to want ſlill more; 
And then he made a freſh attack, 
PW As vigorous as before. 


But ſtopping ſhort a-white, he cry'd, 
How fares it, neighbour HuGgu ? 

I hope by this chou'rt ſatisfy'd, 
Who's maſter of the cow. 


Av, ay, quoth Ian, the devil choke thee, 
For nothing clte ill do't; 

I'm fati«y'd thai thou haſt broke me, 
Unleſs thou wilt give out. | 


92 — 


Give out, quoth Roc ER, that were fine, 
Why what have I been doing ! 

Yet I will tell thee, friend of mine, 
I will not ſeek thy ruin. 


Ty heart. aa turns againſt ſuch * L 
I know eous poorF; | i 
Tat thou ones! = ſtill remains, "SEA. © | 
And *tis as *twas before. 


God's bleſſing on thy heart, quoth Hucn, 
That proffer none can gainſay, 
With that he readily fell to, 
| And eat his ſhare of tanſey. 


And now, quoth Hucn, there is no doub: 

| Of either ſide much winner; 

So had we been, quoth Hun, without 
This d—n—d confounded diuner. 


The Mon AL. 


Thus princes war with equal rage, 
Through ſacred thirſt of power; 

Tnis gains a battle, that a ſiege, 

| So'us as 'was before. 


—— — 2 
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Out fate we farther muſt allow, 
This moral tc afford ; 
At length they join to eat the cow, 
T heir ſubjects cat the td. 


SONG 149. Tyr Dargle. 


Surg in the admired pantomime calls, A trip to the 
arple; or, the Irith wedding : performed at the theatre 
reyal in Crow: ſtreet. 


OME haſte to our wedding ye friends and ye 
neighbours, 
The lovers thetr bliſs can no longer delay ; 
Forget all your ſorrows your cares and your labours, 
And let ev'ry heart beat with pleaſure all day. 
Love's votaries all 
Attend to my call, 
Came revel in raptures that never can cloy : 


Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 
Still rule uncontroul'd in the breaſts of the great; 
To thoſe turbulent paſſions we give no admiſſion, 
But leave them alone to the Sol. of the ſtate: 
We boaſt of no wealth 
But contentment and health ; 
In mirth, love and friendſhip our moments employ, 
Come ſee, Tc. 


Yet reaſon we mix with each innocent pleaſure, 
And temp'rately drink of the full flowing bowl, 
Be liberal not licentious our meaſure, 
Leſt fatal exceſs (ould o'erwhelm the free ſoul : 
Then fly at my bidding 
To this happy wedding, 
No care ſhall intrude, our bliſs to annoy, 
Come ſee, c. 
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SONG 152. A nw Buck's Sang. 


Tate: Ye medley of mortais, Cc. which /ce in page 122. 


YOME mirth call on muſic, cdl muſic on ſong, 
(; Come frol:c-filled fancy bring genius along; 
Come Mouvs, come CoMus, come. Bucks, bk away; 
Here's to Niukop our founder, a bruſher, hurra. 

Sing tarntara-rara, hurra, hurra, 
Sing tantara-raru, Harra. 


Heroic SE Anis, Babylon's queen, 
Great Nrukop's regalia and records had feen, 
She the order renew d, came heric!f 1; a gueſt, 
And always from theace wore a Buck at her breaſt, 


he call'd a divan, her ſpouſe Nixus dethron'd, 
Cauſe no Buck he would be, for no monarch was own'd. 
To her ladies this ſpeech made, let Bucks alone win ye, 
And each fool be nicx-nam'd from Ninus a Ninny. 


Tis by women each Buck, at true bonour arrives, 
The nrit race of Bucks were made Buchs by their wives: 
When for glory the Greeks round the world us'd to roam, 

fe : 
Each wife a true Buck, dubb'd her hero ut home. 


This order like light quickly ſpread o'er the earth, 
Its harbingers Frieadſhip and Freedom went forth; 
Great NIRO appear'd, in our lage, took lis putt, 
Love and Wit his elbe an] Honour his hoſt. 


From the archives of Xgypt our cha: ter he brought, 
That wealth ſprings from iuduſtry, to his Bucks taught; 
Inſtructions through life tor our ſake did adviſe; 

And that golden rule for:acd, to be merry and wite, 


He ſtamp'd the Bucks charter; he formed the firſt 

grand, | 

Unanimity gave, as the word of command : | 
To each ranger, each foreſter, this did premiſe, | 


Since Bucks you're become, bovs, be merry and wiſe. 


From 
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From Baccurs our name is, tho” ſome ſay from Jovr, 
For he was the firſt like a Buck who made love; 
To a bull for the ſake of Evurora he turns, 
And bequeath'd to the man ſhe ſhould marry, his horns. 


Capmus, Tnesrus, HeecuLes, Jasox, and others, 
Set fail in their Ar o, like brave Bucks and brothers. 
The ladies of Colchis elected each ſtranger, 

As Jasox was Choſe by Mepea her ranger. 


* 
Some ſay that AcrEOxN, becauſe he wore horns, 


| Muſt needs, be a Buck, but that tale each Buck ſcorns; 


Had he been one of us, in Dras .y's ſurpriſe, 
He'd not ſtood like a fool, but been merry aud wiſe, 


To conclude, let us riſe Bucks, and hand in hand 
join, 
And a Buck's unanimity ſhew by this ſign! 
We bow to our grand, and acknowledge his ſway, 
And pronounce in full chorus, nem. on. We obey. 


End of the firſt part of V ot. II. 


WIT; 


Wit, Women, and Wine; 


Or, the 


Mirth-l1ving SONGSTER : 


A Colrrcrios of 


All the New SONGS not inſerted in the 
firſt Part of this Volume; 


Feveral original Songs, Odes, Cantatas, C at- 
ches, Ballads, &c. ſatinical, political, comical, 
tragi-comical, farcical and paſtoral, in the Iriſh, 


Scotch, Italian, and Engliſh Taſte, never before 
Anne 


eee 


SENTIMENTS, and HOB NOBS. 


1 
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Of Wir Worwrx ova WINE, eur Sangs well rails, 
The triple all: we evere booſt: 5 ; 
Ei ii 5 WI It Tre con cel Srate 6 Be aury S pro/es 
Ilie xvitn Wine go theſe Blruutees are tca/ling. 
. 
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TO THE 
% iD: & 


H TIS part completes the Second Volume of 
APOLLO, „ the Soxc:trr's UniveRsAL 
Linx AR Y; Wherein are ſuch a vAiricty of new Songs, 
that the (ditor deub's not but it will wet with a ta- 
vourable reception from the public, that hath received 


the firſt three parts of this work wap ig much 2 
gence. 3 1 OD ; 


[Te has ee rn Ft K. 145 . 
friends, whoſe zvowat At 5 


e him honour, 
(actuated by the innate modeſty —_ ever accom- 


Panics good ſenſe) have Legged to have their names 
concealed; What he becs leave, therefore, to ae- 
quaint the reader withal is, That in this collection 
he has ſpared no labour in procuring both o N AHS 
and other v:1u-rrs Soros, Which were only at 
preſent to be lad in manuſcript. And he has alfa 
thought it his duty to reſcue fome other valuable 
een from the n or the ignorant, M here in 
many, very many inſtances, he foun; 1 them ſo maimed 


and dill hel, tuat the pa rent muſt have bluſhed to own 
his offspring. 


This laſt office the editor conſidered as a debt due 
merit and genius; tor as detached ſongs, M herein = 
writers have 1o far en e « as to meet with gengral 
dp probation, are ſub jec to be often tranſcribed, it too 
frequently happens that violence is done 


Doch tothe 
CG 2 


lente 


[i 3 

ſenſe and harmony ; and what 15 ſtill more 21 theſe 
elegant little performances (which happen not to be 
written to an old tune) generally fall into the hands of 
the crotchet mos gers, between whom and the fell hand 
of the engraver, ſenſe falls a victim to found ind il— 
literate felly ; as the intcihgent reader muit have often 
obſerved with concern, when from the miss ſpelling and 
other barbaritics, he has been at a loſs to recover (either 
tlie poetry or ſentiment. 


It is highly incumbent on him to return his hearty 
thanks to all thoſe who have from time to time furniſhed 
him with original Songs, without which aſſiſtance he 

muſt have miſcarried in a deſign that has ſucceeded be- 

ond his molt fanguine expectations: and as this work 

is new in the manner of its execution, and an improve- 

ment upon all collections hitherto publiſhed, it is hoped 

the future numbers neceliary for the completion of his 

0 will * with the lame, Fountepance from all 
—— 
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are in great 
15 favour the 
edicor with new ſongs, directed for Jamts Hoey, ju- 
nior, poſtage tree, they will be gratefully received, 
and proper care taken to have them in ſerted correctly. 


A COL- 
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and WINE. 
XNXXAII I women. wit, wine, I defy 
1 xg For life abe bee is a bubble of | 
33 x Each helping the other, in pleaſure I 
NOR And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my 


ſoul. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
I never ſhall alter my conduct for them ; 
I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 
Let 'em have their own humour, and I will have mine. 


Wine prudently ud will our ſenſes improve, 
*Tis the ſpring ride of lite, and the fuel of love; 
(3 1 And 


SONG 181. dle Uni Lovr, Wir, 


* 


| 
| 


1 
1 
1 
| 


* 
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And VExrs nc'er look'd with a ſmile fo divire, 
As when Mars bound his head with a branch from the 
vine. F 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph halt di- 
vine, 
Firſt pledge me with %ifte;, next pledge me with wine, 
Then giving and taking in mutual return, 
The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
iy bumper I'll quit to be blett with thy love; 


* rather than forfeit the joys of my laſe, 


. Iy bottle I'll break, and demoliſſi my glaſs. 


SONG 132. Te blind eat many a fy 
meazrnmzed from CHAUCER, 


Lock at each la; 
Through wiſdom's glaſs, 
Ner truſt the naked eye; 
Gallant's beware, 
Lock ſharp, tale care, | 


The blind cat many a fly, 


Not only on their hands and nech; 
The borrow'd white you'll find ; U 
Some belles, when intereſt direct, | 
Can even paint the mind: . 
joy in diſtreſs Y 


They can expreſs, 
Their very tears can lic, 
Gellants beware, .. 


There's not a ſpinſter in the realm 
But all mankind can cheat, 
Down to the cottage from the earch 


The learn'd, the brave, and grea 8 
| With 


Y * 
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With lovely looks 

And golden hooks, 
T'entangle us they try; 

(Gallants beware, Ce. 


Could we v.ith ink the ocean {i!!, 
Was earth cf parciment made 
Wes ev ery lingle ſtick a quill, 
Each man a ſcribe by trade 
To write the tricks 
Of half the ſex, 
Would fuck the ocean dry. 
Gallants beware, To 


SONG rr: Cuavcee; KAreundbale un. 


RecitaTive. 


N 


LD cup ta thizre-echaing grove, 

Sung „of the ſweet bewitching trinkt of 3 
But ſoon = found he'd fed his renown; — ---. — | 
And arm'd each charming hearer with a frown 5 *' + 
Thus ſelf-condemn'd a- new his lyre he ſtrung, 


And in repentant ſtrains this recantation ſung, 


Ar R. 


Long fince unts her native fly 
Fl:d brawv'n deſcended confla 1p 3 
Nong ht now that's ftabl.'s to be had, 
The world's grown mutable and mad. 
Sade au emen e, wwe muſt conſeſi, 
Are miracles of tedfaſtneſs; 
And every witty, pretty dame, 
Bears for her motto——=STILL THE SAME. 


The flowers that in the wale are ſcen, 
The achte, the yellow, blue and green, 
In bri:f complexion idly gay 
Still (ot ævith ev ry ſetling day, 
Diſper:” d by evind, or chill 4 . ſreßz, 
Their dont gane, their colcur Ia. 


3 1 
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But nuhat is true, tho? paſſing flraxg:, 


* 


Chat gbsmen newer 


fade 19r change : 


Tre au- 'le man jaid that all was vain, 
Ind fell,” uni. el r TN ; 
IFildem it's wit'ries oft enthrells, 
Ric. 5 fOrments, and pleaſure palis 3 3 
Inu "tis, good lock, a Fel ral ru, 
Toet each man joou or late g a fol : 
lu women "lis the exe. tien bros, 
Forth are Wondrous, ond roy ic. 


This carthly ball aut nh abound, 
And from it's emptine/; it ſeunds ; 
Fam; d. of * ning din, the hum of mn, 
The laguytr's plea, the foot's pun © 
But zurmuen here no on Juſp-ets, 
Silence diflingu. N twat ſex ; 
Fer, poor d — things ! ſ meeg's leur mou. 


8107 EY 2 —_ 


: n Pundred tengusa, 
Arkh — — pair of iron lungs, 

Five heralds, and ft Ve thouſand cryer:, 

IVith throats wwheje accent newer ures, 

Ton ſpoaking trumpets of a fix 

Iould deafnejs with their din cho prize, 

1:ur proje, Tveet nymphs, ſhall jing aud fay, 


5. a7. 


And theſe that will 4 c. de it 


SONG 1x54 The Tryal of Chauctrs 
Gh-<jt : ſung by oe Min and 1799 Women. 


FixsT Wowan, 
HOU traitor, who with the ſair ſex haſt madsg 
war, \ 
Come Lither, and hold up your hand at the bar: 
By a jury of damiels you nw mult be try'd, 
For having your betters traduc'd and bely'd. 


— 


Ss cor 


nf ww ly 
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Sscox h VoMaiNe 
How could'n thou ſuch ba defamation deviic, 
And not have the fear of our ſex in your eyes ! 


Is all decency gone—all good breeding forgot? 
Speak, varlet, and plead—Art thou guilty or not? 


* The Man. 


Not guilty I plead but ſubmit to the laws, 
And with pleaſure [ vield to theſe fair ones my cauſe ; 
But ill, that my trial more juſt may appear, 
Speak louder and faiter, or how ſhould I hear ? 


Fixsr Wowunx, 
Haſt thou not preſum'd to alarm each bright toaſt, 6 


: By the conjuring up of an old Englith ghoſt ; 


And fatale tulty CHauceR, without a pretext, 
Inarl pultumous nonſenſe againſt the fair ſex ? 


SECOND 9 i 
Haſt thou not orefifar Fic af? arm 5 Phe maid, 
With that der mae Fat, that v1 
fade | 
And without frns or wit, 3 5 3,0, ee bold, 
H.ſ\t dar'd to ſuggeſt that we paint and we ſcold, 


The Max. 


For want of experience, when I was but young, 
Perhaps ſuch ſtrange falſhoods migk: drop from my 
tongue; 
But when [ recanted from all my fins paſt, 
thought I had made you amends at the laſt. 


Fires Mon 
Fil promiſe vou, Friend, von Han du'y be paid 


For the ample unends that you latelv have made: 
find by your Gulling the whole charge is tzue, 
92921 bring you in guilty without more ado. 


G5 


PI) 
x 
5 
O 
A 
o 
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SrconD Womar, 
Tronical wits, like deſtroyers of game, 
When they hide in a buſh, 'tis to take ſurer aim 


By his ſhufiling I find too the whole charge is true, 
So I bring him in guilty as willing as you. 


The Max. 


Convicted I ftand, and ſubmit to my fate; 
And fain would repent, but I find it too late: 
If death then, alas! is to be my reward, 


Why then I muſt die—but, by ove, I'll die hard. 


SrtconDd Wouwuar. 


f 
Since to Jengths ſo unbounded his malice he carried, 


Jo hang him were kindneſs: 


— 


FIRST Won x. 


No let him. be married 
del of a ſhrew, 


K U 9 — 71 — 
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And beat him, oy 


> FrasT Woman. 
And cuckold him too. 


BoTii TOGETHER, . 
To ſome muſty old maid, that's the de'il of a ſhrew, 


That will ſcold him, and beat him, and cuckold him 
too. 


SONG 155. 


© ER the bowl we'll laugh and fing, 
Melancholy hence away, I 
Ring, 'tis almoſt empfy,—r1ng , 
Ful it, landlord, ler 5 be gay, 5 
e e, 


# 
\ 
* 
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Kulte, . iq] 16 ot mirth, 
New'y the time to baflle Cate; 
ho! wet 2 mo a aw On catth, 

Let us faricy heaven here. 


Happineſ: we all prrfue, 
V hue is mote than dwells in ine f 
Each full bump: gu am 
Pleaſure to the theme divine: 
* Why thould wealth or care perplex us, 
Both alike to us were ſent, 
Woman too will often vex us, 
Wine alone can give content. 


SONG 136. 


OUNG SrTrEPHoY the gar, 
Came to me t 'other day, 
Endeav'ring a paſſign, 2 . 
2 : 1 ds youn | 
I had learnt>from a op 
The way his intentions to know. 


He told me his mind 
Was to henour inclin'd, 
And ſwore he would make me his bride ; 
If I would but go | 
To the meads near yon brow, 
Where ſweet purling rivers co glide, 
T told him in truth, 
Tho? to handſome a vouth, 
I ſoon would the matter decide; 


To 


* The lot four lines of 15:5 long are joe? mes ſung this, 


17 7 Rould men WH jorrew pining, 
1 % a life of Jer Cn da enje ? 
1 wr 44¹ ts tit reforms - 


[t 141. nit 411 & Ve « s {> C ee 
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„To churgi ticit we'd go, 
And then peur to the bros 


I'd readily walk by his de. 


I. ſaid this to pr. F 
If he really did love; 
But no more of Sraꝶgyp ex | ſaw : 
So maids now beware, 4 
To no man give car, \ 


Till faſt bound in Hy uit x's good Jaw. 


SONG 157. The Bacchaualians. 


INE, wine, is alone the briſk fountain of mirth, 
Whence jollity ſprings, and contentment ha, 
birth 35 | | 
What mortals ſo happy as we who combine, 
And fix our delight in the jpice of the Vine: 
No care interrupts when the þottfe's i view, 0 
'Thea glaſs after glaſs, my. ys, let ud pürſuc. 
Our laws are our own, not enfore'd by the crown, 
And we ſtand to them fair, 'till we fairly fall dov. n : 
At acts of repcals we diſdain to repine, 
Nor grudge any tax, but the tax on our wine: 
To CxSAR, and Biccnvs, our tribute is due, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 


4 5 =. 
——— — — pay 
CL 


His worſhip ſo grave here may revel and roar, 
The lawyer ſpeak truth who ne'er ſpoke fo befhre, 
The parſon here ſtript of his prieſthood's diſguiſe, 
And CLos's ſcorn'd lover get drunk and grow wite ; i 
he huſband may learn here to cd bat the ſhrew, 
Sc glais after glaſs, my boys, let us pur ſue. 


The chace of the bottle few accidents wait, | 
We ſeldom break necks, tho' we oft crock a pate; 
If wars riſe among us they ſoon again ceaſe, 
One bumper brings truce, and another brings peace 
"Tis this way alone we life's evils ſubdue, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 


SONG 


ps 


— 
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SONG 158. /Pcman for Alan: adi fed 
to the Batchelsrs. : 


INE, wine we allow the briſk fountain of mirth, 
It frights away. care, and gives jollity birth; 
Vet while we thus freely great Baccaus approve, 
Let's pay the glad tribute to VENUS and love; 

For do what you will, nay, or ſay what you can, 
Who loves not a woman, the wretch 1s no man. 


To the charms of that ſex let us chearful refign 
Our youth, and our vigour, they're better than xine; 
There's merit, I own, in a gay ſparkling glaſs, 
But can it compare with a lovely kind lats ? 


No, it cannct compare, you may ſay what you can, 
a Who prefers not a woman, the wretch is no man. ; 
* * 1 1 , . . 
' 5 ove.» b = ” A 1" r 1 4 3 
33 : » * ; E a 
, 9 * Th E what force can pepe. E, 7 


cnt Th' eyes powEitnl magic, the boſom”s Joft {pell, © 
The. Mok fo ende g, the kind melting kilsp 
Th enjoyments of love, are all raptures and bliſs, 
Then who woman refuſes, rejects nature's plan, 
He may ſay what he will but the wretch is no man. 


May ſcandal, misfortune, and direful diſgrace, 
Be the portion of all th' effeminate race; 
Like lreland what nation on emth can they nd, 
Wucoſe nymphs are fo fair, ſo inviting and kind? 
hen who women tefuſe, or reject nature's plan, 


May they ſuffer like brutes, nor be pity'd by man. 


| 


From a ſtrixing example my moral ſhall ſpring, 
Who'd act like a man, let him copy þ:: king; 


- —— —— 


\ Like GeorGE in uis youth, the gay ſprinp-tide of life, 
, "i : : 
| Let ev'ry good fel:. vw now take him a wife; 
When by Hy:rex you're bleſt, reſt ſecurely, for then 
You'll kave nothing to do, but to prove yourſelves 
men, | 
\ 
| ; SONG 
Y | | ; — 
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SONG. 159. Mid, Pore A Doux. 


HY run, OJ] :wit, they lubjects relate, 
Whilt Mademitelle g guides the helm of the ſtate 
RochEs rex (aid fo, one rul'd Charles of yore, 
But ſhe could not compare with your fam'd Pour a- 
DOUR. 


On Perfia's fair plains, there's Sruik ans the bold. | 
Was juſt, firs, the fame; fo tradition has told, 
And Rome too could boaſt of fair furt the whore, 
But ſhe could not compare with your fam'd Pomea- | 
DOUR, 


Rome and Greece loſt their glory, 
muſt fall, 
n brimſtones in. 


and kingdoms 


2 
Wen . 
The grand monarch he heav'd a figh, 
Moſt wretcned made by Pourapoutn : 
Muſt France then fall, mutt Lewis die? = 
pd virtuous England ne'er a whore 
Yes, N bas her fav? rite toails, 
That trudge :: „is mall here. 
EC Miſs Ki-ry F res *he roaſt, 
And 1s :e Fade: %% girl here. a 


Thouęgg a prince and eke a lord, 


Have had with her great ſport, tir, „ e 
But yet 'tis true „en-, d., * 
They hiſe ; from th. c , fir. - 


Then boaſt no mor our ſalique iaw, 
A brimſtone F ce now ndes-2. 

Whilſt Piri here guides the lion's paw, 
For the nobleſt beaſt provides-a. 


Sucl. 


322 


- 
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duch, ſuch as theſe to guide the helm, 
Would make the nations wonder; 
Then France behold the riſing reign. 
To whom vou mult knock under. 


SONG 160. 


TINT me not in love or wine, 
I'll have full drauglits of either, 
Round me ſprings the mantling vine, 
Bacchus, halle you hither. 


Sec the prape bleeds to repleniſh my cup, 
I'll drink it, Sinus; I'll drink it all up: 


See blooming young Hret is now on the wing, 

As ripe as full ſum: a5 wal, ton as ſpring ; 

Ye tavins and ye dr3..., ar hence from the grove, 
Tis ſilence and - on that is ſacred to love. 


Steering vom joy to joy, 
Care our! I baniſh; 

Tide „ ane Mall ge'er Ceſtroy ; 
ers blaze and vaniſh. | 


Ye praces and (=tyrs, my chaplet prepare 
Witt myrtle and ivy come bind 4. — hair; 
Whaue! tif. juſtice yunr pains will requite, 
By drinking ali ay, and by loving all night. 
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SONG 16. Tlunting. 
ARK, hark, the huntſman founds hi: hora, 


A call fo muſical chides the drone. 
Ton, ren, ton, ton, ten, lon, tan, ton, ten, ton, tens 
The clangor wakes the drowiy morn, 
'The woods re-echo the ſprightly tone, 
Ton, ton, Sr. 


The loud-tongu'd cries the concert fill, 
Our ſteeds with neighing ſalute the dawn, 
We mount, and no we climb the hill, 
Then ſu ift de ſcending we ſweep the lawn, 


The diſtant ſtag our accents hears, 
Our accent's fatal to him alone. 
He rouſing 1 and wing'd with fears, 
by Forſakes the tcket to Sek chg down... Fa 
Altho? Dian elame ke de N 
The woods and foreſts tho? all her cen, 
The groves to Venus let her yield, 
Where we may follow ker {portive fon. 


What joy to trace the bloomi:g laſs, : 

Thro' darkfome grotto's with moſs o'er- grown. 
What harmony can our's furnats, 

When joining chorus with dove- like mos 


In various ſports the day thus ſpent, 

Fatigu'd with pleaſures when night comes on. 
Our limbs tho” tir'd, our hearts content, 

With wine regaling, all cares we drown. 


SON G 162. 


of >? Bo 4 
Tune: Farewell to Loch aber, Sc. wire Jer, Long if 4. 


H E ſportſmaa may boaſt of his well-{(ccnted 
hound; = | 
Each day let the coxcomb in dadling contound; 


Fl.c 


" i, EX 
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| The fateiman may vaunt of political ſchemes : 
Let poets be fooPd by their fancy-form'd dreams; 
| Let the night-waſling learned their volumes unfold, 
Give the toper his bottle, the miſer his gold; 


'Gainit learning, wealth, drinking, wit, ſtate, pro- 
te it, 

"js woman, dear woman, ſhe's worth all dhe reſt. 

Tho? birds in ſbrill fymphonties, ſing ver our heads, 

And Frora's gay paintings enamel the meads ; 

Tho? the fruits are ſo pleaſant, ſo thick grow the trees, 

| So warm ſhines the ſun, and ſo cool breathes each 
breeze ; 4 

The odour of ſpices, the pare chryſtal ſtream, 

Each nice gift of nature I nobly eltcera ; 

Yet birds, fruit, ſpice, flowers, can ne'er ſtand the teſt, 

With woman, dear woman, ſhe's worth all the reſt. 


i e £245 
What vos , if fond wag? 
| The no: ron Ys, the med cine of 


— © 
- © a " 


1 
„0. 
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| I. cy fan Me cure is i wife ; 


For think not, ye fair, that theſe praiſes are paid J 
To the miſer-like virgin, the green- ſickneſs maid ; 
Tho? ſo delicate ſhap'd, yet imperfect's your plan, 

And you uſcleſs exiſt, *till you're finiſh'd by man. 


SONG 163. Bacchus trimmphait, or, 
the Lover's adieu to the Fal- ex. 


9 O Purtrrs and Crok, and all the gay throng, 
Too long the {ft lay has been rais'd; 
Too long their beauty has How'd the vain ſong, 
Jo long has their beauty been prais'd. 
Great Bacchus, repentant, thy pardon I afl:, 
Forgiieneis I humbly implore ; | 
And if e'er for a female I quit a full cak, 
May I never enjoy one drop more, —great gol. 
May I never enjoy one drop more. 


© Ib 
* 
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Wy Ye fps and ye fribbles, your title I own, 
Lo ing all the charms of che fair; 


Their beauties to praiſe, is pour province alowe, 


Alone make their beauties your care: 


For who in his ſenſes that martal can blame, 


Who ſtrives his own merit to raiſe v 


For women and tops are ſo nearly the ſame, 
Its in cheirs that he tings his own praiſe, —{fweet miſ*. 


Tho“ wit, ſparkling wit, ſome rare females poſſeſs, 


Tho' kindneſs may addto their fore 


(>00d-nature and ſmiles has a bumper no leſs, 


And ſparkles a hundred times more: 
With virtue znſully'd, d thy? 
ith virtue anſully'd, adorn'd thy? ths be, 
Tho' modeſty blooms in eack foature, 
E bottle is not more immodeit than ihe, 


3 


Qing, I feely e 


And melt us away 1n their arms: 


Yet laſting the pain is and tranſient the joy, 


The raptures are juſtantly paſt; 


But wine, happy juice! is fare never to cloy, 


83 Vireue's ten tl uſand times geeanter, dear boyz. 


FM % * mut ds. 5 N In 
T owin'for a oment they're able ta 8 


Its pleaſures till doom's-day ſtall laſt, brave ſouls, 


Then adieu to their charms, to their beauties adieu, 


All thoughts of the ſex I refign ; 

I fight in thy cauſe, to ty int'reſt am true, 
And yield me eternally thine ; 

And if ever, great maſter, thy colours I fly, 
Or c'er like a lover I pine, 


May greateſt of curſes! my hogſhead run dry, 


S 


Nor more be repleniſh'd with wine, —bleſt wine. 


SON G 164. 


AREWEL to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 


Where heartſom: with tive I've mony a day been; 


For Lockaber no more, I.oechaber no more, 
We'l! may he return to Lechavor no more, 


Theſe 


4 


@. vi 2 
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Theſe tears that I ſhed, are a' for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attend on weir, 
Tho' bore on rough ſcas to a tar bloody ſhore, 


May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Tho' hurricanes riſe, au riſe ev'ry wind, 
They'll ne'cr make a tempeſt like that in my mind; 
Tho? loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That's ncathing like leaving my love on the ſhore : 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain'd, 
By eaſe that's ingloricus no fame can be _ 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 
And I muit deſerve it before I can crave. 


Then glory, my Jex<y, maun plead my excuſe; 
Since honour commands me, how can I refule ? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 

And without thy favour I'd better not be! 

I gae then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, 
And if I ſhould look to come glonouſly hame, 
Pl bring a heat to thee with love running o'er, 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


SONG 165. The Button Hole. 


Ma hole, tho' too narrow when firſt I am try'd, 
Yet the thing lam made for can ſtretch me out 
wide ; 
Tho? at the firſt entrance perhaps I may teaze ye, 
Soon after I commonly prove for to pleaſe ye. 
Der. doten, down, hey derry doxun. * 


I'm long in my ſhape, and my depth can't be found, 
But when l'm ſtretch'd open, my form is more round; 
Tho' I'm nothing but mouth, yet no teeth can vou find 
Jam chiefly before, tio” I'm ſometimes behind. 


And as for my colour, it e'er you have ſeen 
The whimfical coat of the ſtage Harttquix, 
It's white and it's red, ard its black and it's brown, 
Not a colour an that but on me mu be found. 


dame. 


| hp 
U 


| 
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Some whimſical fools, who quite bare chuſe to have 
me. 
An act in their favour, petition'd there might be: 
Then the k—y and the ſtate took me into their Care, 
And —_— d with one voice they would choole rae with 
Air. 


I was form'd in an inſtant, but was not compleat; 
There was ſomething flil! wanting they found out not yet; 
Then the members roſe up, all ſike creatures bev.itch'd, 
And cry'd, it's worth nothing, if 'tis not well ſtitch'd. 


To modeſt ſolks ears I Would give no offence ; 
Tho' the meaning is double, vou may draw from hence, 
You may think what you si, but my ſong's not ob- 
lcene, 
bor dis nought but a batton- hole, troth, that I mega. 


S. ON G 166, The lieu. 


H E wicked v;its, as faney hi: 
| All ſatyrite che fair; 


9 proſe and rhime, and ſtrains ſublime, 


Their foibles they declare: 
The kind are bold; the chaſte are cold; 
f Theſe prudith ; thoſe to free; 
Ve curious men, come tell us then, 
What ſhould a woman be ! 


But hard's the taſk, and vain to alk, 
Where optics are untruc ; 

The mute ſhall here th' indicted clear, 
And prove the crimes on you : 

The rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd, 
On whom his with was plac'd; 


The fool deny'd, affects the pride, 


And rails to be in take. 


But not like theſe, the men of bli(>, 


| Their ſure criterion fix; 
No; wildom crivs, my ſons ariſe, 
Ard viadicate the tes ! 
1s 


# 


* 
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"Tis theirs to prove theſe ſweets of love, 
Wihinc!: others never ſhare; 
And evidence, that none have ſenſe, 
But who adore the fair. 


Ye blooming race, with ev'ry grace, 
Celcitizily impreſt! 


Tis yours to quel! the cares that due! 


M ciin the human breatt ; 
At beautv's voice, our fouls rejoice, 
And r: zpture wakes to birth ; 
And jovt deſ.gn'd tht enchanting kind, 
To furin a heaven on earth, 


Oh, ev'ry art to win the heart, 
ve dear in{pirers try; 
Lach native charm, with fathicn arm, 
And let love's lighi'nings fly; 
Aud hence, ye grave, your counſel Ge: 
N rug ut ſets at . 3 


— — 


5 F 
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SONG 167. 
6 IVE us glaſſes my wench, give us wing and 
IF 


we'll quench, 
The remembrance of pain and of grief; 
To the winds with our care, for we I never deſpair, 
While a bot:le can give us relief, 


In our revels and joys we'll forget the proud boy, 
Let Lethe its miracle work; 

For as hollow I find, as the bottle's Go 
And her heart is as light as a cork. 


Axl abe the gay, in deſpair as they ſay, 
For the bully that left her behind: 
Wou'd have hang'd, or have drown'd, but in Baccnus 
ſhe found, 


A new lover as conſtant as kind. 


Theſe 


( 154 ] 


Theſe are fahles, my dear, bes the moral is clear; 
It was eat her peace d reſin 7 


When he .c:i i! : poor laſs, he he took to her glaſs 


An4 ihe never cc.acmbe. Heim more. 


SONG 168 Jrmwy Jouxsow, By a 


lady. 


Tune: Nancy Dawſon : <vhich fee in the fir? volume. 


F all the men I ever ſaw, 
In court, in army, church or law, 
There's none for whom [ care a ſtraw, 
Excepting IRuux Jonnsov, 
What tho? with others I can flirt, 
My mand in abſence to divert, 2 
My conſtancy they ne'er can hurt, 


So true to IRuux jlonxsox. 


T _ IEA. 
Now there!s the king's geographer, 

- : . Wograr y # *+-- * . . F* 
4bs v 6s 5%» oy,” — 


Or elſe hiſtoriographer, _— "Y 


* 


e ſpeaks ſo ſoftly and fo ſ cet, 
He looks ſo tender and fo ncat, 
But yet in charms he cannot beat, 
Or equal Jemwy Jounsones 


Tho WinperBUuRNT pleads well his, cauſe, 
Is read in books and Cueiy's Jaw 
And ſwears in me he ſees no flaws, 
But loving Jxuux JORxSON. 

For me he quits his gown and band, 
For me po nt ruffles grace his hand, 
Yet ev'ry charm I can withſtand, 

But thoſe of Eur Jonxsov. 


Oncg in a tye he hid his face, 
For me, the bag, it now gives place, 
But yet, alas! it wants the grace 
Aud air of JEMMY JOHNSON. 


Who envies Jun JoRNSON, - 


Poor 


T 
k 
1 


* 


* 
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Poor Bosw ELL languiſhes ui Cay, 
His eyes tell what his tongue would ſay, 
But he ſhall never win away 
My heart from Jemuy JonxsOo. 


' Dear gentle youth then ceaſe to mourn, 
For thee my heart can never, burn, 
Then to your tye you may return, 
| And I to Jemmy Jounson. 
My beau, my buck, I ſoon muſt ſpare, 
So eaſy, free, and debonaire, 
For tho? my flirting he ſhall ſhare, 
My heart is Jcuux Jonxsox's. 


The German count muſt now give o'er, 

Refrain from wit, and joke no more, 

When proſp'rous gales ſhall waft on ſhore, 

And bring me ru JOHNSON, 

O lord C- NR -x ke for ſhame, . * e Pn 

Your heart is harder than your name, . _—_——— 
— 7 Dee aL Laake * | FJ — 

1 et Ae may ſerve to feed the Dam e ll — 


25 - 'D, . wiv - 
d. — g a a 
-  Ffeign1 hare your love obey, 
ut fince that cannot be, you ſay, 
The you may be my Chichiſbay, 
Till I fee ruur JonnsoN%. 
But there's my conſtant viſcount yet, 
My Newsxr why ſhould I forget, 
Him, for a while I ſoon mult quit 
Again for Jexzzty Jon x$0N, 


But when alas! prince FERDINAND, 
Shall heroes to the war command, 
Then with the reſt he'll be at hand, 


4 |  Inftead of Jewwry Jonxzox, 
But from my lad I'll never part, 
He has arreſted my whole heart, 


For ſweeter tar than toat or tart, 
Is lovely Jcuux Jour:orn, 


SONG 


1 136 ] 
SONG 169. 
LL IF E is chequer'd—toil and pleaſure, 


Fill up all the various mcaſure. 
See the crew in iJannel jerkins, 


- Drinking, toping flip by firkins ; 


And as they raiſe the flip 
Up to their happy lip, 

On the deck is heard no other ſound, + 
But prithee Jack, prithee Dic. 
Prithee Sau, prithee Tou, 

Let the cann go round. 


CHrnorvLUs. 


Then hark to the beatſauain's whiſtle, avhiſtl., 


„ 
= 


* 
ao 


Then hark to the beat/awain's =vhi/lle, 

: le, buſtle; buſtle, my bo 
13 Let us ftir, let us toil, 7 

Wenk all the while, "4 


: — 5 2 | by . 9 1 2 wa 2 eget” 
Fax labour's the NN " 8 wr 
Fer labour's, &c. 2 2 — 
1 
*. — 


Life is chequer'd—toil and pleaſure, 
Fill up all the various meaſure. 
Hark the crew with ſun-burnt faces | ( 
Charting black-ey'd SusAaN's grages 5 

And as they raiſe their notes 

Through their ruſty throats, 
On the deck, Sc. With the Cheras as brfore. 


Life is chequer*d—toull and pleaſure, 

Fill up all the various meaſure. 

Hark the crew their cares diſcarding, 

With hufle-cap, or with chuck farthing ; 
Still in a merry pin, 
Let them loſe or win, 

On the deck, Sc. 17th the chorus as before. 


ALL 
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All the SONGS in Love IN a VILLAGE: 


the new comic Opera. Wrote by Mr. 
BICKERST AFF. 


SONG 170. 


RosSSETTA. HPF: thou nurſe of young deſire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy: 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Temp'rate ſweet, that ne'er can clov. 


IL,ucixpa. Hope! thou earneſt of delight, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind ; 
Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find. 


Both. Kind deceiver flatter ſtill. 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 


SONG 171. Sung by RossETTA 


HENCE can you inherit 
So flavith a ſpirit ? | 
Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a log! 
Now fondl'd now chid, | 
Permitted, forbid, 
'Tis leading the life of a dog. 


— 


For ſhame you a lover ! 
More firmneſs diſcover ; 


Takg courage, nor here longer mope 
Refitt and be free, 


Run riot like me, 


And to perfect the picture elope. 1 
H 30 NG 


— 


SONG 172. Sung by Ross ETA. 


Y heart's my own, my will is free, 
And to ſhall he my voice; 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
"Till frſt he's made my choice. 
Let parent's rule cry nature's laws, 5 
And children ſtill obey ; 
And is there then no faving clauſe, 
Againſt tyrannic ſway. 


SONG 173. Sung by Lucixbx. 


HEN once love's ſubtile poiſon gains, 
A paſſage to the female breaſt ; 
Like lightning ruſhing thro' the veins 
Each with, and ev'ry thought's poſſeſt 
To heal the pangs our minds endure, | 
| Reaſon in vainit's kill applies; 
Nought can afford the weart a cure. 
. But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 


SONG 174. Sung by young MA Dows. 
H! had I been by fate decreed 


Some humble cottage ſwain; 
In fair RossETTa's ſight to feed, 
My ſheep upon the plain, 
What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er mult know: 
Ye envious pow'rs! why have you plac'd 
My fair one's lot to low ? 


SONG 175. Sung by RossETT + 


ENTLE youth, ah, tell me why 
Still you force me thus to fly; 
Ceale, oh ! ceaſe to perſevere, 
Speak not what I muſt not hear, 


te 
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To my heart it's eaſe reſtore, 
Go and never ſee me more. KPA 


 $ONG 176. Sung by young Mr A bows. 


Of my ſtubborn flame I try; 
Swear this woment to torget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 


| Gor in hope, to get the better, 


Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
| Roaſt my freedom, fly to meet her, 
And conteſs mylelt a flave. 
$4 | 


SON G 177. Sung ly Haw TroRN. 


| 

1 HERE was a jolly miller once, 

Lied en the river D 
Ile work'd and ſung, from mot till night, 
| No lark more blythe than he; . 
| And this the burthen of his ſong, 
| For ever us'd/to be; 
care for nobody, not I, 
| If no one Cares for me. 


SONG 178. Sung by Haw THORN, 


ET gay ones and great, 
Make the molt of their fate, 
tom pleature to pleaſure they run: 
Well, who cares a jot, 
[ envy them not, 
While I have my dog and my gun. 


= . 5 
For exerciſe, air, 


f Lo the fields I repair, 
With Ipirits unclouded and light; 
'The blifſes I find. 
No ſtings leave behind, 
But health and diverſi9n unite. 


fs 5 ON G 


a 


1 know the, fyll 1 of a 


7 160 Þ 


SONG 179. Sung by HAW˖TRHORN. 


N bigs - Honeſt heart where thoughts are clear, 


From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile; 
Need neither fortune's frowning tear, 
Nor court the harlot's fmile. 


The greatnef that would make us grave, 
Is but an empty thing : 
W hat more than mirth would mortals have ? 
The chearful man's a king. 
Cc 


SONG ito Sung by Hover | 


ELL, weil, fay no mg 


1 T4 53 
Sure you told me befacg ! 9 AC 
my tler, 


os thigh Fs Chat, 


| 2 SER together. 


A word to the wiſe, 
Will always ſuffice, 
Adſniggers go talk to your parrot , 
I'm not ſuch an elf, 
Though I fay it myſelf, 
But I know a ſheep's head from a Carrot 


of 


SONG 181. Sung by LuCtNDa. 


UPID god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
$ Take the helpleſs lover's part; 


Size, oh leive ſome kind occaſion, 


To reward a faithful heart. 


juſtiy thoſe we tvrants call, 
* ho the body would enthral ; 
-Uerancz of more cruel kind, 
hoe who would entlave the ning. 
What is grandeur ? toe to reli} ; 
Childick mumnery at belt 


a lapbr 


ſ 
i 
| 
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Happy I in humble ſtate, 
Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait. 


SONG 182. Sung by MARGERY. 
H“ happy were my days till now, 


neter did ſorrow feel ; 
| roſe with joy to milk my cow, 


Or take my ſpinning wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a flv, 
Like any bird I ſung, 

"Till he pretended love, and T, 
Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 


Oh the fool, the filly, filly fool, 
Who truſts what man may be? 
] with I was a maid again, 


And in | Wy own e 
8 0 N G 18 "Sung by Hawruenx. 


HE court and the yu folk cayextsl; 
Where beauties all Mining, a paradi iſe make; 
But ſhew me the belles, at a play or a ball, 
To equal the laſs at a fair or a wake : 
Behold, in a garden, the roſes new blown, 
Such freſhneſs ſiniles here upon every face; 
While flow'rs in a chimney, your fair ones in town, 


Cook wither'd, and bear the dark hue of the place. 


SONG 184 A Medley. 
Gardener, 


HOSE who in gardens take delight, 
Attend to what I ſay, 

To pleaſure you with main and might, 
I'll labour ev'ry day. 

Ail fort of gardener-eraft | knov., 
Though it be ne'er fo nice; 

With me your fruits and fowers' fall fFIcw, 
As *twere in parzdiſe 


ti 2 . lleuſe 
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\ Fouſe-maid 
pray ye gentles, liſt to me, 
Im young and ſtrong and clean to ſec, 
I'll not turn tail to any ſhe 
For work that's in the county ; 
Of all your Houſe the charge I take, 
| waſh, I ſcrub, I brew, I bake, 
And more can do, than here Ill ſpeak, 
Depending on your bounty. 


Huntſman. 


4 Huntſman I am, witha merry-ton'd horn, 
Come here in the ſcarch of a place; 
Hark away jolly ſportlinen I'll rouſe you each morn 
To enjoy the delights of the chaſe—wy brave boy? 
1 0 #8 
Laundry-maid. * 


n. 910 

: | 

. Tre Bingley = . wh 
To get up neat, both greabilidifmall ; 

I would not brag, but where I might ; 

No driven ſow all be more vie. 


Fuatman. 


Behold a blade who knows bis trade 
In chamber, hall, and entry; 
And, what tho' here, Ino appear, 
I ve terv'd the beſt of gentry. 
A ſootman would you have, 
can dreſs, and colub, and ſhave, 
For I a handy lad am, 
On a meffage I can go, 
And ſlip a billet doux. 
With your humble ſervant, emagen 8 


Cook Maid. 
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(n0k-maid. 


Who wants a good cook, my hand they mult crots, 
For plain whoicſomedithes, in neer at a lots, 


And what are vour ſoups, your ragouts, and your ſauce, 


Coun; ar'd to the fare of old Englunt, fc. 


Greom. 


Clear the courfe my boys, clear the courſe, and make 


room, 

Ye gents. of the turf, have you need of a groom ? 
Let me ride your match and you ll certainly win, 
Ill teach you to take the knowing one's in. 


Dairy-maid. 
To prove the market ben't afraid, 
In me you'll find a dairy-maid, 
What e er ye can expect her; 
I've often had the piace before, 
And always gave content and more, 
Can have a good” character. 


Carter. 


If you want a young man, with a true honeſt heart, 
Who knows how to manage a plough and a cart, 
Here's one for that purpoſe, come take me and try; 
You'll ſay you ne'er met with a better than I. 

| Ge ho Dobbin, &c. 


CHORUS. 


My maiters and miſtreſſes hither repair, 5 
What fervants you want you will find in our fair; 
Men and maids fit for all ſorts of ſtations there be; 
And as for the wages we ſhan't diſagree. 


M4 SONG 


— 
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SONG 185. Sung byLucinDs, © 


E women like weak Indians trade, 

W hole judgment tinſel ſhow decor* 
Dupes to cur folly we are made, 

While artful man the gain enjoys 
We give our treaſure to be paid, 

A paſtry, poor return in tovs. 


SONG 186. Sung by FugsraCt, 
HINK my faireſt how delay. 


Danger ev'ry moment brings 
Time flies ſwift, and will away 
Time that's ever on its wing 
2 and ſuſpence, nt by ; 
ver's late r e colt 
Let us eager, to be bleſt, 
Seize occaſion e'er tis loſt. 


SONG 18. Sung by Lucix pA. 


ELIEVE. me, dear aunt, 
I? you rave thus and rant, 
You'll neyer a lover perſuade ; 
'The men will all fly, 
And leave you to die, 
Oh, terrible chance! an old maid— 


— 


How happy the laſs, 

Muſt ſhe come to this paſs, 
Who ancient virginity 'ſcapes . 

Twere better on earth, 

Have five brats at a birth 
Than in hell be a leader of apes 


SON G 188. Sung by Juftice WoopcocKk 


HEN I follow'd a laſs that was froward and ſhy, 
Oh! I ftuck to her ſtuff, till I made her Frome 


2 
* 
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Ch! I rook her to lovingly round the v uit, 
And I ſinack'd her lips, and ] he!d her 12 
When hugg'd and hau''4 
She ſqueal d and tquall'd ; 
But though ſhe vow 'd all I did was in vai: „ 
vet I head her fo well, that the bote it again: 
Then hoity toity, 
Whiſleing, friſking, 
Green was her gown upon the gra:s : 
Oh ! ſuch were the joys of our dancing daxs. 


SQ NG 1869. 


EuSTACE. ET rakes and libertines reſign'd. 
To ſenſual pleaſures range 
Here all the ſex's charms I find, 
And ne'er can cool, or change. 


LuctvDs. Let/vain coquets, and proces © conceal, | 
What meſt their hearts dere: 
With Fed An ener fre, Ei, A 


Oh ! may jt NM expire. 


Born. The ſurf ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 
The ſtars their orbits leave; 

And fair creation fink in night, | | 

When T my dear deceive. T 


S ON G 190. Sung by Ross Tr a, | 


OW bleſe'd the maid, whoſe boſom 

No head-i:rong paſſion knows; 

Her days in joy ſhe paſſes, | 
Her nights in calm repoſe. ( | 
Where eder her fancy leads her, | | 
No pain, no fear invades her, | 
But pleature, | 

Without mealure, 

From ev'ry object flows. | 


H 5 


\ 


Tl iy a>, Al 
_ *,& l 65 „ -* 1 — 
Ne T find ; 
V. Mead. Then tus - obe. 
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J ON G 191. Sung by Young Me abows. 


N vain I ev'ry art aſſav. 
l'o pluck the venom'd ſhaft away, 
That wrankles in my heart | 
Deep in the centre fix'd and bound 
Alv efforts but enlarge the wound, 
Ard nercer make the ſmart. 


W. 


Ross ET TA. E gone — agree, 
From this moment we're free, 
| Already the matter I've ſworn ; 
Mead. Yet let me complain, 
Of the fates that ordain, 


A tryal ſo hard to ben 


PS —_- eres = 


bl guru Td, 


Tear your image away, 
And banith you quite from my nund. 


SONG 193. Sung by Young ME abows, 


O How thall I in language weak, 
My ardent pathon tell! 
Or forin my falr'ring tongue to ſpeak, > 
That cruel word, farewell ! 
Farewell—but know, tho' thus we part. 
My Thoughts can never ſtray: 
Go where will my conſtant heart, 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay 


SONG 194. Sung by RossETTA. 


OUNG I am, and ſore afraid : 
Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs maic * 


Lead 
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Lead an innocent aſtray ? 

Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 
Men too often we believe, 

And ſhould you my faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 

Sure my tender heart wou'd break. 


SONG 195. Sung by HAWTHORN. 


ONS ! neighbour ne er bluſh for a trifle like this 
What harm with a fair one to toy and to kiſs? 

The greateſt and graveſt—a truce with grimace— 

Would do the ſame thing, were they in the ſame place 

No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation 1s free ; 

To fovereign beauty mankind bend the knee: 

That power reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe : 

Weall loye a pretty girl—under the role. 


SONG 196. Sung by HAWTHORN. | + + 
r 4 
Y Dolly was the fairs a-. gg e 
Her breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſpring 3 9 | 
And it for ſummer you wou'd feek, 
Twas painted in her eye, her cheek. 
Her ſwelling boſom, tempting ripe, 
Of fruitful autumn was the type: 
But, when my tender tale I told, 
| t,und her heart was winter cold. 


DONG 197. Sung ly Lucinda. 


H Hymen propitions, receive in thy train, 

A puic unieduc'd by the feltiſh and vain ; 
W tom neither ambition, nor intereit draws, 
But love': cordiai ſubjects, ſubmits to thy laws: 
Our touts tor the ſweets of thy union prepare, 
And grant us thy bliſſes unblended with care: 
let mutual compliance endear all our days, 
Aud itten thin grove Cronger as paſſion decays. 


{ 165 | 


SONG 198. Sung by Hopes. 


WW. ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a vixen ? 
Zawns! Madge don't provoke me, but mind what 


I fay; 
You've choſe a wrong perſon for playing your tricks on, 
So pack up your awls and be trudging away : 
You'd better be quiet, 
And not breed a riot ; 
S'blood muſt I ſtand prating with yqu here all day? 
I've got other matters to mind; 
May hap you may think me an aſs, 
4 But to the contrary you'll find : 
A fine piece of work by the maſs ' 


$8p-Educers, pride. GywkeD_ 15 © @ 
——— 
. 


Where then to ſhun a ſhameful fate, 
0 Shall hapleſs beauty go; 
i In ev'ry rank, in ev'ry ſtate, 
Poor Woman finds a foe ! 


S8 ON G 200. Sung by Makctry. 


INCE Hodge proves ungrateful, no farther T'll ſeek, 
But go 11 to town in the wagon next week ; 

A ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 

| And regiſter's office will get me a place: 


| Ber. BLossonu went there, and ſoon met with a friend, 


Folks ſay in her ſilks ſhe's now ſtanding an end. 
Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxim purſue ? 
And better my fortune as other girls do. 


0 | SONG 


HM 
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SON G 201. 


E IL. L, come let us hear what the 
ſwain mult poſſeſs, 
Who may hope at your feet to implore 
with ſucceſs ? 
T,vcinna. ſ He muſt be firſt of all, 
RosSETTA. Straight, comely, and tall. 
Luctixya. Neither awkward, 


HawrHonrw. 


RossEtTA. Nor fooliſh ; 

Lucixpa. or apiſh, | 

RosstTTa. Nor muliſh: 

det | Nor yet ſhou'd his fortune be ſmall. 
OSSETTA. 


HawThorY. What think'ſt of a captain? 
Lucinda. All bluſter and wounds ! 
HawTRormt, What think'ſt of a 'tquire ? 


Ros$SETTA. Jo be left for his hounds. 

'vy youth thas i 
Lucinda. = | be gentle, herd ts py winds 

Of all things in . love vie. 
RossETTA \ Have ſenſe both to ſpeak and to ſee, 


\ Yet ſometimes be filent and blind. 


HawTnorn. 'Fore George a moſt rare matrimonial 


receipt. 

Ross:TTA. Obſerve it ye fair in the choice ofa mate ; 
Lu cIxDA. Remember tis wedlock determines your 
fate. 

SONG 202. Sung by HawTHORN. 


HE world is a well furniſh'd table, 
W here gueſts are promiſcuouſſy ſet ; 
We all fare as well as we're able, 
And ſcramble for what we can get. 
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My fimilie holds to a tittle, 
Some gorge, while ſome ſcarce have a taſte, 
But if I'm content with a little, 
Enough is as good as a feaſt. 


SONG 203. Sung by RosstTTa. 


7 IS not wealth, it is not birth, 
| Can value to the foul convey ; 
Minds poſſeſs ſuperior worth, 
| Which chance nor gives, nor takes away. 
Like the ſun true merit ſhows, 
By nature warm, by nature bright ; 
With inbred flames, he nobly glows, 
Nor needs the aid of borrow'd light. 


SONG 204. Sung * Ross great 
HE traveller benighted, .q- uh 2 ans 


An 75 a 6-4 ary *\ 
TY — e vhted, 764, 7 
C- "I 225 2 DoF: rveys. Roha | 


The riſing profpeecrs 2 
Each look is forward cat; 
He ſmiles, his courſe purſuine, 
Nor thinks of What is pat. 


SONG 205. Sung by LociN DA 


F ever a fond inclination, 
1 Role in vour boſom to rob you of reit, 
Reflect with a little compatſion. 

On the ſoft pangs which prevail'd in my breu!! 
Oh where, where wou'd you .. 

Can you deny me, thus torn and Giitrel? ; 
Think when my lover was by me, 

Wou'd I, how cou'd 1, reſulk his requeſt * ? 
. before you, let we unplore dau, 


* 
"%p 2 


— — — — 


/ 
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Look on me ſighing, crying, dying; 

Ah! is there no language can move: 
If I have been too complying ! 

Hard was the conflict 'twixt duty and love. 


SON G 206. Sung by Hobo. 


Plague of thoſe wenches, they make ſuch a pother, 
W henonce they have let'n a man have his will, 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And rv he's unkind in his carriage - 
What thot if he ſpeaks them ne'er ſo fairly; 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on 
You cannot pertuade e:m, 
ill promiſe you've made em, 
And after they've got it, 
'They tell you—add rot it! 
Their character s blaſted, thevre tuin d, undone ; 
And then do be ture, fr, 
There is dut one cure, fir, 


And all the'difeou;f? is of artige. 


ous 


SONG 207. Sung by Young Mg apows 


OW much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſoms nd 
But with refiftleis force it craves, 
To ſenſe and {weetrefs join'd. 
The caſket, where, to outward ſaow, 
The workman's art is ſeen, 
Is doubly valu'd, when we know 
it holds a gem within. 


SONG 208. Sung by RosgertrTa. 


HEN we ſce a lover languith, 
And his truth and honour Friove, 
Ah! how iweet to heal his anguith, > 
And repay him love for love 


SONG 


4 


* 
f 
| 
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Clap me up with their monſters, cry, maſters walk in, 


— 
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SONG 20g. 
J. eng I wiſh in her obtaining, 


Fortune can no more impart ; 
Rosse TTA. Let my eyes, my thoughts explaining, 
Speak the feelings of iny heart. 
Y.MEapows. Joy and pleaſure never ceaſing, 
RossETTA. ove with length of years increaſing. 


Together. Thus my heart and hand ſurrender, 
Here my faith and truth I plight; 
Conſtant ſtill, and kind and tender, 
May our flames burn ever bright. 


SON G 210. Sung by HAWT HORN. 
„ 4: II” 
F ever I'm catch'd in thofe regi * 
That ſeat of confuſion and 
Infalionnrhec ſweets o 
| the count. . 
take me, to puniſh my fin, 
gapilig,.the Cockney's they fleece, 


4 


. 
; 


And ſhew me for two pence a piece. 


SONG 211. Sung by RosseTTa. 


O, naughty man, I can't abide yon, 
Are then your vows ſo ſoon forgot? 
Ah now I ſee if I had try'd you ; 
What would have been my hopeful lot. 
But here I charge you—Make them happy; 
Bleſs the fond pair and, crown their bliſs: 
Come be a dear good-natur'd pappy; 
And Til reward you with a kits, 


SONG 


* 
Lo ˙* — — 
. 
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FusTACE. 


E vcIxNDA. 


4070. 


SONG 212. 


HE merchant whole veſſel, the wings 
made their ſport, 
At laſt thus arrives with his treaſure in port; 
His labour requited his duty he pays : 
His dangers are paſt and his heart is at eaſe. 


Were monarchs contending to make me 2 
bride, 

Undazled I'd look on their ſplendour and 
pride ; 

Refus'd ſhould their crowns and their pa- 
laces be, 

Contented to live in a cottage with thee, 


On earth, if there's avght of ſubſtantial 
delight, 
"Tis ſure when like us a fond couple unite; 
When bleſs'd in each other their ſtruggles 
are o'er, 


And pleaſures are heighten'd by pains gone . 


before. 


SONG 213. Sung by HAWTHORN, 


ENCE with cares, complaints and frowning, 
Welcome jollity and joy ; 

Ev'ry grief in pleaſure drowaing, 

Mirth this happy night employ : 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty, 

Laugh and ſing ſome good old ſtrain ; 
Drink a health to love and beauty, 

May they long in triumph reign. 


End of the Songs in Love in a Village. 
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SONG 214. 


'F HE heroes preparing to finiſh the war, 
And bid to the camp an adieu; 


Now ſheath up their ſwords, and rejoice, O ye tair, 
To think of returning to you. 


With ſmiles then, ye laſſes, embelliſh your charms, 
Your lovers with raptures will come ; 

O take the brave fellows cloſe into your arms, 
And tenderly welcome them home. 


SONG 25. 
H heaves my fond boſom, ah! what can it 
mean ? 


Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene ? 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Dayane is near? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 
The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh thy face; 
Each moment I view thee, more beauty I find, 


With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy mind. 


Untainted with folly, unſully'd by pride, 
There native good humour and virtue reſide ; 
Pray heavens that virtue thy foul may ſupply 
With compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die. 


SONG 216. 
To the tune of the foregoing. 


N IS love, ſpite of laws, will its empire maintain, 


No council confines it, no rules can reſtrain; 
Then ceaſe, rigid parents, your daughters to chide, 
In vain are all precepts, love's ſtill the beſt guide. 


What's fortune, fame, titles, wealth, equipage, 
birth? 

Like plants, but the ſimple productions of earth; 3 

0 


2 


| 
. 


© + 
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Then each tender hbre with extaſy ſwells, 
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But love, like the ſun, beams a light thro” the whole, 
And as one warms the earth, t'other lights up the ſoul. 


When mutual endearments we mutually prove, 
And the fond pair receiv? and return equal love ; 


And the furious embrace thro? each artery thrills. 


When words inly murmur'd proclaim the ſwift bliſs 
And life, at each lip, is kept in by a kiſs; 
"Till fighs, like ſott breezes, love's tempeſts ſucceed, 
As in calms after whirlwind>, all nature ſeems dead. 


Ye youth, who NARcissvs-like, doat on dear felt, 
Ye beauties, perplex'd betwixt merit and pelt, 
Wou'd you with not to waſte, hut enjoy ev'ry day, 
*Tis love, not ſelf-love, muſt ſhew you the way. 


Youth flies like a ſhaft that ſwift ſcims mid'ſt the air» 
No trace will remain that it ever paſs'd there; 
Then, while you are young, be not youthful in vain, | 
Did you once taſte the bliſs, oh! you'd taſte it again. [ 


You cannot k-ep beauty as miſers hoard gold, [ 
*Tis too late to repent, to repent when you're old; | 
Aſk your heart what you're made for? twill beat quick 

| to man; | 
While then fit for enjovment, enjoy all you can. | 
| 


SONG 217. Iuvitation 16 CoMvus's court. 


O ME hither, come hither, ye languiſhing ſwains, | 

Here's a balm will cure, and relieve all your pains: | | | 
To the fountain of pleaſure, in rapture reſort, | 
Tis the ſummons of Humour to Cours's court. 
"Tis Comus invites, then the ſummons obey, 
A-while leave your cares, and to pleature away. 


There Py&Bus ſhall ſing, and old Momus ſhall | 
laugh, | 

And his bottle of nectar brave Baccnvs thall quaff; 
While Time, honeſt Time, for a-while ſhall be fill, . | 
And fit down like a foul till he tipples his fill. 1 | 
| or | 
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Nor Care, nor Miſtruſt ſha!l intrude on our joys, 
bor Conus invites, —then away my brave boys. 


Sould loſſes or croiles perplex ye, beſure 
Ply the glaſs briſkly round, for misfortunes a cure: 
SCULAP1US of old had recourſe to the bowl, 
And the doctor, they ſay, was a ſpecial good foul ; 
While Health, roſy Health, fills the bumpers around, 
For without 'em, he ſwears, there's no bliſs to be found 


Then away, my brave fellows, to Couus's ſhrine, 
Where Friendſhip and Humour incefſantlv join; 
Where Freedom and Mirth with the bottle unite 
To beguile all your cares, and with rapture deli ht. 
Then hark to the call, and the ſummons obey, 

"Its Comvs invites, —to his Temple away, 


SONG 218. Carov's advice 


HAT Caro adviſes, moſt certainly wiſe is, 
Not always t »bour, bat ſometimes to play, 

To mingle ſweet plec rc with ſearch after treaſure, 

Indulging at night tur che toils of the day: 
And while the dull mucr eftrems h'nielf wiſer, 

His bags to encreaſe, wits his heal:h does decay; 
Our ſouls we cn'ighten, cur tancies e brighten, 

And paſs the long ev'nings in pleaſure awoy. 


All chearful and hearty, we ſet aſide party, 
With ſome tender fair the L right bumper is crown'd; 
Thus Bacchus invite, us, and VENus delignts us, 
While care in an ocean of claict is Crown'd : 
See here's our phy fician, we know no ambition, 


But where there's good wine and good company 
found; 


Thus happy together, in ſpite of all weather, 
Lis ſunchine and ſummer with us the year round 


SONG 


-Þ 


SONG 219. Cymol ard Irnicenita: 


a cantata. 


REeciTATIVE. 


FEAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embowering 
ſhade, 

Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 

A chryſtal ſtream, with gentle murmur flows, 

Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 

Thither retir'd from Phceebus? ſultry ray, 

And lull'd in ſleep, fair Ir HIGENIA lay. 

Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 

By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove; 

He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 

And whittled as * went, for want of thought: 

But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd, —he ſtar'd.—her lovely form ſurvey'd ; 

And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 

Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue: 


AIR. 


The flream that glides in murmurs by, 

Wheje glaſſy brſom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene ; 

But in thy boſom charming maid, 

All heawv”n itſelf is ſure diſplay d, 


* 


ee lovely IPHIGENE. 


ReEciTaTiIvVe. 


She wakes and ſtarts, poor Cy moxn—trembling ſtands; 


Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands; 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear ; 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 

O Cynon! if *tis you, I need not riſe ; 

Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain: 
Purſue thy way, and let me ileep again. 

The clown tranſported, was aot filent long ; 


But thus with extacy purſu'd his ſong. 
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AIR. 
Thy jetty locks that careleſs break, 


In wwanten ringlets down thy nech; 
Thy love inſpiring mien; 

Thy fevelling bojum, ſkin of nag, + 

And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
I die for IPHIGENE. 


RkECir Artur. 


Amaz'd ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence, 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe; 
She gazes, — finds him comely, tall and ſtrait, 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead, 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 


AIX. | 


Lowes a pure, a ſacred fire, f 
Kindling gentle, chaſte dirt; | 
Lowe can rage ithelf controul, 

And elevate the human faul. 

D-priv'd of that, our wretched late, 
Had made our lives of too long date; 
But bleſi with beauty, and with love, | 


We taſte what angels do above. 7 
SONG 220. | 

Tune By Jove I'll be free: <uhich fee in the firſt vol. | 
= O' I love you, yet think not my judgment ſo . 
weak, 

To doat on your waiſt, or your roſe-dimpled cheek ; \ 


The black curling locks which your white neck inlay, 
Your love- pouting lips, or your eye-darting ray : 
Tis not for thoſe charms which ſo common are ſeen, 
*Tis ſomewhat more ſecret, but—gaz/s what I meay. 


Platonics, corporeal embraces diſdain, 
Their mental enjoyment; no paſſion profane, 
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The mind of a miſtreſs perhaps may enchant, 
Vet ſtill Aeſh and blood will meer fleſh and blood want: 
Each ſex ſighs for more than to ſee and be ſeen; 

What more is't they ſigh for? why—gue/s what I mean, 


Can a dinner's warm ſteams fill the hungry with chear ? 
Or the ſight of a bank dry up poverty's tear ? 
The jingling of guineas, or fame of a feaſt, 
They care not to hear of, unleſs they could taſle : 
"Tis thus with the lover, not what he has ſeen, 
But what he can taſte of, that's geg what [ mean. 


We wiſe ſeeming mortals, five ſenſes retain 
In the pay of the will, to be pimps to the brain ; 
One ſenſe, like the ſerpent, devours the reſt, 
As man's moſt inclin'd to hear, ſmell or taſte ; 
But to touch is the point yet Ill not be obſcene, 
For to touch is no more than to—gue/s a. I mean. 


How ſweet the ſenſation ? how thrillins the bliſs, 

When breaſt joining breaſt, we blend fouls ina kiſs : 

All madneſs the lover, the fair all delight, 

Ev'ry ſenſe then in one they extatic unite : 

What's that ſenſe of all ſenſes? why—here drops the 
ſcene, * 

"Tis ſomething, that's certain, but—guz/; what I mean. 


SONG 22. 


Tune: On a time I was great. 


USH the bottle about, drink my toaſt, and away 
Round the brim let the liquor be flowing ; 
We're robbing of life, while we drinking delay, | 
So prithee, dear brothers, keep going. 
Here's a health to that man, who for ſtrength feareth | 
| 


none, 
Who values no mortal for riches alone, 
Who ne'er treads on the weak, nor gives ſorrow a frown, 
He, he's a true ſon of the bottle. 


The ſcience of drinking is better by half | 
Than the ethics of old ArtsToOTLE ; 

I look at all life, and at all life I laugh, 
Except in the life of a bottle : Let 
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Let ſcholiaſts with ſcholiaſts, explain and confound, 

The motion of matter, the world's wheeling round, 

But make them once drunk, and the ſecret is found, 
Such wonders are work'd by the bottle. 


The ſportſman arouz'd when the horn calls away, 
Thro' thickſets, o'er quickſets will bound, fir, 

His warm-wiſhing wife may in vain court his ſtay, 
Her requeſts in loud hallooings are drown'd, fir : 

His ſpo-t is but dull to the ſport that we boaſt, 

So ho !—here's a bumper, —hark, hark to the toaſt, 

Hit it off, and be quick, leſt the ſcent ſhould be loft. 

And we're caſt in the chace of a bottle. 


Let lawyers perplex, and let ſchoolmen declaim, 
Let patriots for liberty rattle ; 
Let hot-headed heroes run mad after fame, 
But let us cooly ſtick to our bottle : 
Shew us wine, tis enough, we fall eagerlv to't, 
Let thoſe take their reſt, who their temper 'twill ſuit, 
We've liberty, Honour, law, learning to boot, 
In the pleaſing contents of a bottle. 


Should fickneſs, deſpair, and captivity join, 
I'd equal the antients in thinking ; 

No cordial, no comfort I'd aſk but for wine, 
No freedom demand but for drinking : 

Stood death like a drawer to wait on me home. 

Or bailiff.-like dare he ruſh into the room, 

I'd try for a moment to tip him a hum, 


Till I bumper'd the laſt of my bottle. 


SONG 222. A Buck's ſong. 


Tune : Ye medley of mortals, &c. which ſee in the firſt 
part of this wol. page 122. 


ROTHER Bucks all attend to the theme I ſhall 
ſing, | 
And in chorus ſo loud make the cieling to ring, 
From 


1 


From thence to the ſkies let your voice: reſound, 
While cach heart glows with mirth, and the bumpers 
go round. 


Sing tantara-rara bucks all, buck; all, 
Sing tantara-rara, bucks all 


But firſt to our grand let us due homage pay, 
And may each grateful buck his lov'd edicts obey : 
May his breaſt traught with candour, be open and free, 
And may all in high ſtation be as honeſt as he. 


From ſacred records our ſunction we trace, 
| Of old Nino the buck, who was fond of the chace. 
But fince that our order's ſo general hecome, 
Bucks are ev'ry where made both abroad and at home. 


| Thus the nearer our ſanction to glory arrives, | 

Some are bucks at a lodge, ſome at home by their 
wires; 

| Tor it plainly appears, and is yer; well known, i 

| That each married man has a lodge of his own. n 


Let him therefore who rails at our high appellation, 
\Vhate'er be his worth, or whate'er his Ration, 
Weigh maturely the point, —and pray hard for ge 
luck, 
Or its twenty to one but ::cog,—he's a buck. 


Now to bucks of all ſects our muſic let'; tune, 
Tlere's the bucks of the Sur", and the bucks or t..- | 
Alon, 
Here's the lodge at the Phanix?, and likewiſe to thoi- 
Of our order ſo true at the Bottle and Rcje +. 


I lere“ 


"The Sun in Dame-ſ/treet. 

e Moon next door to the Sun in Dame-firret, 
De Phenix in IWerburgh-freet. 

1e Roſe and Bottle in Dam: ft reer. 


— —— — 


—— — 
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Here's the politic buck, whoſe high antlers well 
tip'd, 
Shakes his purſe at the world while his doe's fairly 
leap'd; 
Here's a glats of condolence to each plodding cit, 
That's familiarly buck'd by a lord or a wit. 


Here's Sir Gravity too in a bumper ſo clear, 
Who oft at our ſanction caſts many a ſneer; 
Tho? in public he rails, yet in privace we know, 
He's a buck ev'ry inch, — I appeal to his doc: 


Now to bucks of all kinds we hare toaſted ſucceſs, 
Here's the ſweet pretty docs, tor can true bucks do lef: * 
Then join in the chorus with accents ſo thrill, 

And may each jelly bucl:—have a doe at his will, 


SONG 223. s Dee; or, Modern laſs 


* * - 1 * 
; 1 - K +: 1p ChE. - w 
= 8 0 * . 8 


FYOME all ye bucks and fads of fire, 

ome ſee a modern nymph'i attire.5. 
Here's e:'ry thing to pleaſe your eyes, 
And ev'ry joyous paſſion riſe, — 


Sec how my fable locks bedeck 
Tn wanton curls my iv'ry neck; 
Behold my brawnev ſhoulders bare; 
Behold my bubbtes round and fair. 


Look down my back, e'en to my waiſt, 
With thouſand joys your fancies feaſt ; 
Tnrough plackets ſee my hips how plump 
And ev'ry motion of my rump. 


See how my hoop's contriv'd to ſhow 
The beauties of my limbs below ; 
My well-ſhap'd leg and taper thigh, 
And more, perhaps, if wind blows high 


So little {kill our grandames new, 
They would not ſet a foot to view; 
And 
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And ſtrait would make a wond'rous rout, 
if bubby peep'd from tucker out. 


But we their offspring, far more ſage 
Than that prepoſt'rous prudiſh age, 
All naked, like our mother Eve, 
Will ſhow the charms kind nature gave. 


SONG 224. 


Tune Ye medley of mortals, Cc. <rhich fee in the firſt 
part of this vol. page 122.-——T+h- 2d ard 5d worjes of 
this jong, mart'd with in gerd cemas, are borrow d fron 
Song 150, in page 131. 


O ME, my bucks, let to-night be devoted to 
drinking, | 
'To-morrow's too ſoon to be troubled with thinking ; 
Inſpired by Baccuvs, I'll feng to his praiſe, 
And crown'd with a bumper, inſtead of the baus, 
Seng tantara rara bucks all, buck: al, 
Sing Auna. z- en huck; ai! 


« From Baccy:5 our name is, tho' /rme far from 
*6 Jove, | ; 
For he was the tirft (like à buck who mace love) 
«++ Toa bull for the ſake of EURO x he turns. 
And bequeath'd to the man ſhe ſhou'd marry . horns. 


„ Tis by women each buck at true honour arrives, 
The firſt race of bucks were made bucks by ter 
© WIVES, | 
When for glory the Greeks round the world us'd to 

roam, 


«« Each wife a true buck, dubb'd her heso at home. 


Had the fon of fair Turris, inſtead of the brine, 
Been plung'd over head in a hogthead of wine, | 
He'd have march'd among mortals, ſecure trom all evil, 
A buck, when he's: drunk, is a match for the devil. 


3-3 Bat 
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Bat way ſhou'd the ancients ill fili np my lays ? 
*T'ts it that the moderns, a modern ſhau'd praiſe; 
With claret my roſy-croun'd temples I'll "roint, 

And a health take to him, who tirſt drank a half, pint. 


Were grapes on the mount of Parnaſſus bat growing, 
Or Helicon's conduit with French claret flowing ; 
Nay wou'd Phuwbus but drink like an honeſt good fel- 
low, | 
Like Baccuus we'd honour his buckſhip Arorro. 


What are miſles, the muſes, to nine mouldy caſks ? 
Or the tea-tables ſplendour, to ſyplendid full flaſks ? 
What is Prcasus good for? Yes, he ſhall be mine, 
I'll keep him as porter to fly for my wine. 


In daiſey-deck'd meads, when the birds whiſtle round, 
How fhrill is their muſic, how imple the ſound ? 
Give me a bell's tinkle, a fat landlord's roar, 

And a good fellow's order, Bey, /#x botti:s mer. 


Can muſic or verſe, love or lan iſchape beſtow, 
A fix bottle ſound, or a fix bottl- thow ; 
Cou'd 1 meet them at midnight, heir bottoms [I'd try, 
Who firſt thou'd give out, faith he bottles, or I. 


This tuning and piping, no longer I'll bear it, 
What's all pipes of muſic, to one pipe of claret ? 
By my ſoul, bucks, I love it, and why, would vou 
Drink only as I've done, you'l! all love it too. 


SONG 225. The ll mar Adparitiau n, 


the Knght of le Blafing- & ur. 


FThis ſerg <vas wrote on the cn/taliation of the Eorl of 5B —. 
a knight of it garter, at Ni.] 


E patriots of Albion, vouchſafe your attention, 
To a wonderful tale I ſhall preſently mention: 
1 fag of king EDUW aso, of antient renown, 


Whole ghoſt has appear'd at fair Windſor town. 
D:rry de run, diaun, hey derry downs. 


Not 


— 
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Not many days ſince, as vou very u ell Knows, 
Was preſented at Windſor a grand rarte- ho 
When a proud Caledonian, in gallant are. 
March'd out of the chapter-houſe into the ci:5ur, 


But firſt it is proper my muſe foald ut fold, 
As brief as ſhe can what ald annals have told 
Of Enwarn, this monarch of very creat fame; 
Ine king whom I mean wt thitd of the nalin. 


This Ewan in battle was famous for proweis, 
As the marquiſs of Gransy, or Pruffia's king now is: 
Two crown'd heads at one time, his pris'ners he got, 
Proud Pulli of France, and falſe Daves the Scot. 


His army at Creſſy led up ſach a dance, 
By the dint of his valour he conquered half France, 
And if any one doubts whether thefe things have been, 
His ſword in the abbey 15 fill to be ſeen. 


For true Englith courage his value was ſuch, 
That no honours he thought for a warrior too much 
And therefore an order for thoſe did ere, | 


Who their king or their country could bravely protect. 


Such heroes as theſe royal Eoward did deck, 
With a collar of 88, which hung round their neck; 
Beſides which, they worc, to reward their exploits, 
On thei: breaſt n bright tar, on their leg hon; ſorts. 


Thus a:tur'd. {like a hero in ages of yore,) 
Proud Ss ent march'd on, as I told you before: 
When all of a iadden, this meteor to ſpy, 


The gloi of king Ecwar ſtalk'd frowningly by. 


Ip ſime, quoch the king, this new dignify'd ſtar, 
Hus h.avely diſtinguiſhed himſelf in the war: 
Nach thing ſay: a patriot of true Brunſwick-race, 
He would ſully our glory to purchaſe a p—e. 


And ſhall daſtards like theſe, the fern monarch re 
zoin'd 
Feceire the reward for true valour deſign'd? 
L 2 Forbid 


od]. 


Forbid ie, ve pew'rs that my grand inſtitution 
Should ennoble a Scot who defterves cx n. 


SONG 226. The Toaſt. 


* TEN Baccurs, jolly god, invites 
To revel in the ex'ning rites, 

In vain his altar I furround, 

"Tho? with Burgundian incenſe crown'd. 


No charms has wine without the las. ; 
"Tis love gives relith to the vlats ; 
While all around in jocund plee, 

In brimmers toaſt their favourite ſhe. 


Tho' ev'ry nymph my lips proclaim, 
My heart ſtill whiſpers Crok's name: 
And thus with me, by am'rou' ſtealth, 
Still ev'ry glaſs is Cicof's health. 


SONG 227. Hunuling. 


ARK! away! 't the merry-ton'd horn 
Calls the hunters all up with the morn : 
To the hills and the woodlanas they ſteer, 

To unharbour the out-lying deer. 


Cuorts of HuxTiwer. 


Aud all the day long, 

This, this is our ſeng; 

Tell hellxwing, 

nd follotving, 

So fralict and free 

Our joys luce 10 Seu. L=, 

White were after the hound, 
Ne martal; on earth are ſo jolly as ee. 


Round the woods when we beat how we glow, 
While the hills they all eccho, hillo ! 

With a bounce from his cover when he flies, 
nen our ſhouts they reſound to the tes. 

ed all ebe day long, Cc. 


— 2 4 


Fa 
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When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or chmt 
Up the health-breathing mountain ſublime, 
What a joy from cur labours we feel? 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 

Aud all the day long, Oc. 


At night when our labour is done, 
Then we will po hollowing home, 
With a hollo, hollo, and a huzza, 
R-ſolving to meet the next day. 


Ana al! the day leng, Sc. 


SONG 228. The Batchelor's Chae. 


F ever, oh! Hrymtx, you grant mea wife, 

Let this be ker portra:t,—{te'll hold me for lif- 
Youth, beauty, good nature, averſe to conceit, 
Her ſenſe quite refined, and in perſon quite neat. 


I'd have her with prudence be chearfu! and free, 
Nor reſerv'd like a drone, or at leaſt not to me; 
Obliping and eaty, compliant with ſmiles, 

Miſled by no paſſions allur'd by no wiles. 


If the fan l deſcribe, in the iſle can be tuund, 
For no other Pl] wel, If 1 ſearch the world round 
When 1:;:mon'd by Ural gladly away, 

To hear :h ift promite to lere and obey.” 


* * % S nd 8 » „ b 
S ON G 229. Tie Allies Cine. 
F ever, oh! Hur, I avd to thy tribe, 
Let ſuch be niy partner my muſe mall deſcribe : 
Not in party too high, nor in ature too low, 
Not the lealt of a clown, nor too much of a beau. 
Be hi perſon genteel, and engaging his air, 
His temper (till yielding, his foul too, fincere ; 
Not a dupe to his paſſion 'v...:1ft reaſon to move, 
But kind to the ferret in the paſſion o: love, 


5 
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Let nonour (commendable pride in the ſex, ) 
lis actions direct, and his principles fix; 
No groundleſs ſuſpicion muſt he ever ſurmiſe, 
or with jealouſy read ev'ry look of my eyes. 


if 1uch a bleſt youth ſhould approve of my charm, 
d no thought of intereſt his boſom alarms ; 
hen in wedlock Pl join with a mutual deſire, 
And prudence ſhall cheriſh the wavering fire. 


Ika time ſtall glide on unperceiv'd in decay, 
Fach might ſhall be bliftful, and happy cach day; 
ach a partner, grant heav'n, with my pray'r O com- 


3 
a maid let me lire, and a maid let me die. 


3 ON G. 230. Voi Amante A rondeau. 


JEAREST creature, of all nature, 
Oh! I rage, I burn, I fmart; 
Ceaſe to grieve me, foon relieve me, 
Or, too ſure you'll break my heart. 


Love, like war, has in its power, 
Zotlh: a kind and fatal hour: 
*ave me then, O! conquering fair! 
Think thy captive worth thy care, 


Muſick's charms ſhall ſtill invite thee, 
Love's alarms will ſure delight thee ; 
Can I part, my dear, my treaſure, 

All my joy, and all my pleaſure. 


SONG. 231. Sour CatGuTTINA's La- 
mentation. A Burletta. 


Rrcirarivo. 


E RE is mine lofe, mine pretty dammoſcina. 

Dat ſhe no come to make my ſhirt look clean 
Vat is the reaion ſhe no come before, 

To mend un preeches, vith ſo much are tore. 

| Alx. 


| 18 


At 
2 Deaze3 creature, of all nature ; hie, er en the 
ofpoſece page. 


Daun. neat and clean a, 
2 mm, {jet 7 beauteous laſs, 

O jome ſtitehes in my pr eecives, 
Or de folks—vill ſee mine a —fe. 


Bring ſome ſnap to vaſh and ſco ber, 
And ſomt fkarch, ar elſe jeme flower ; 
Haſie, O haſte, mine lefly fair, 
File I curl and finſh mine air. 


Dammoſeinay neat Ic. 
id mine fidel P17 deligbt ye, 


Muſic charms will ſure invite ye, 
Come, O come, mine dammoſci na, 
Tn your faithful CATGUTTINA. 
O0 O — / 
Damme ſeina, neat Cc. 


ReciTarTivo. 


Vas ever man before in ſuch a plight : 
Vat muſt I do? to night, 1s op'ra night— 
But hark I hear her knocking at de door, 
Come in vou little, pretty, ſaucy ore. 


Ir ALAN Arr, She. 


EV * {-;gnor, wat you call a me, 
, you ſay juch worts encore, 

f will jo cuff and maul ye, 
PU teach you call me are, 

I 5eard you Jay ſo ft as J 
Jas coming at de door. 


RECITAT Ivo. He. 


Begar mine angels ] vas in jeſt, 
For ven 1 call you ore—!I lofe you beſt. 


ls Itatian 
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IrALIAN Arn. 


Come den mine dammoſeina, 
Here take mine rofel'd ſhirt, 

And daſb it nice and clean-a, 
For ah ! *tis black as dirt; 

Den make mine preeches whole and tight, 
Hnd vii, you for't. 


SONG 232. 


O Ci thus, fond Damon ſaid, 
See here a moſſy carpet laid; 
And then her hand he preſs'd. 
Free from the world's intruding eye, 
Here lurks my dear no buſy ſpy, 
He look'd and figh'd the reſt. 


She ſtarted with a feign'd ſurprize, 

While pleaſure ſparkled in her eyes, 
Sure Damon does not mean. 

The ſhepherd ſtop'd her with a kiſs, 

And claſp'd her panting breaſt to his, 
My dear, we are not ſeen. 


| Then by a thouſand kiſſes more, 


A thouſand tender caths he ſwore, 
His love ſhould never end : 

She call'd on all the pow'rs above, 

None heard her but the god of love, 
And he was Damon's friend. 


And is here then no help ſhe ſaid; 


By Damon to be thus betray'd ? 
Then hung her head and bluſh'd, 
O Damon will you yet be good ? | 
The ſhepherd ſmil'd and ſaid he would, 
She figh'd and all was Ruft d. 


SONG 


SON 6 232. 


7%. Jong 4. mon ieee . S ece, Rs rd, be ſcen on cem- 
fiirrng it gt: 2 et. et 205 1 Tune * The hounds are all. 


Me, . hi e /ec Aer aftcr 5 76. 


ONTENTED I am, and contented I'll be. 
For what can this world more afford, 
Then a girl that will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar as ſociably ſtor'd, 
My br.tue ber, and a collar 2 th 


My vault-docr is open, deſcend ev'ry gueſt, 
Broach that caſæ, aye that caſk we will try; 
"is as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 

And as bright as her cheek to the eye. 


In a piece of flit hoop I m candle have ſtuck, 
Twill light us each bottle to hand; 

And the foot of my glafs for the purpoſe I broke, 
For I hate that a bump per ſhould ſtand. 


We are dry where we f.t, tho” the oozing drops ſeem 
The moiſt walls with wet pearls to en bots, 

From the arch, mouldy cobwebs in Gothic taſte ſtream, 
Like tucco-work cut out of mods. 


Aftride or. a butt, as a butt ould be ſtrod, 
I fit my companions among, 

Like qgrape-bleding Bacchus, the good fellow's god, 
And a ſentiment give, or @ ſong. 


charge oll in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancien: more patri"t like bled; 

Each Crop in defence of delight 1 will drain, 
And myſclf for my bucks Þ'It drink dead. 


Sound thoſe pipes, they're in tune, and yon bins are 
well fll'd- 
View that heap of old hock in the rear; 
Thoſe bottles of burgundy, mark how they're pil'd, 
Like artillery tier over tier. 
My 
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My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers m, fla 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review, 
When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my caſks 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue. 


— — — — - ———— —ü—ü—ͤ k — 


Like Mactpos's madman my drink I'll enjoy, 
In defmnce of gravel and gout; 

Who cry'd, when he had no more worlds to ſubdue— 
I'll weep when my liquor is out. | 


When the lamp is brimful, ſee the flame brightly ſhines, 
But when wanting moiſture, decays ; 

Replenith the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or elſe there's an end of my blaze. 


Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhould be ſhed, 
No nie jack be cut on my ſtone; 

But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And ſay, A choice fellow is gone. 


4 

SONG 234. Hunting. | 

H E hounds are all out, and the morning does f 
Is L 


Why how now you ſluggardly fot? 
tow can you, how can you he ſnoring afleep 
While we all on horſeback have got? 
My brave boys, while we all Oc. 


{ cannot get up, for the over-night's cup 
So terribly hes in my head; 

Pefides, my wife cric:, my dear, do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer a- bed. 


Come, on with your boots, and ſaddle your mare, 
Nor tire us with longer delay ; 

The cry of the hounds, and the {fight of the hare, 
Will chaſe all our vapours away. 


SONG 


© 4 — — — — 
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5 ON G 235. 
HIL E the veſſel fo craelly lies, 


Impatient to hurry mie o'er, 
And tear me from all that theſe eyes 
Can ever eſteem and adore. 


O! charmer, receive the fond lays, 
Which thy ſoftneſs has tenderly ſtole, 
Nor refuſe what ſo fully conveys 
Each ſecret receſs of my ſoul. 


Let each doubt, each ſuſpicion, my dear, 
In that boſom be ever ſuppreſs'd, 
Nor ſuffer one ſhadow of fear, 
Oh! SaLLy, to riſe in your breaſt, 


Believe, matchleſs maid, a fond youth, 
Tho' the ocean ſhall ſet us apart, 
An Iriſhman's pride is his truth, 
And his principal glory his heart. 


On what diſtant ſhore could I find, 
Let truth all impartial declare, 

A maid with fo ſpotleſs a mind, 
Or a face ſo enchantingly fair. 


Let hurricanes dreadfully riſe, 
And the face of all nature deform, 
Stil! love ſhall ſoar up to the ſkies, 
And ſafely ride over the ftorm. 


In w'nter's moſt boifterous pale, 
What dangers, O ſay, can I prove 
When honour alone ſwells the fail, 
And the bark is directed by love. 


The fates ſhall indulgently guard, 
A lover who ne'er can grow cold, 


And heav'ns all approving reward 


Such flames as it's ſmiles to behcl. 
SON 
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DONG. 236. On the charms of Love. 


E. I' him, fond ct fibbing, invoke whom he 


chutrs, 
inc golden, lock'd Phoebus, or miſſes the muſes ; 
Or ſome name in the claſſical kingdom of letters, 
Poets often are apt to make free with their betters. 
Derry down, doen, hey derry down. 


But I ſcorn to ſay aught, ſave the thing which is true, 
No beauty's I'll plunder, yet give mine her due; 
She has charms upon charms, fuch as few people may 
view, 
She has charms 
the ague. 


for the tooth-ach, and eke for 


Her lips, ſhe has two, and her tecth they are white, 


And what ſhe puts into her mouth they can hite; 
Black and all black her eyes are, and ſprightly they 
ſpark ; ; 
Yet my _ when ſhe ſleeps, and ſhe's blind in the 
ark. 


Her waiſt is fo—/a—P1 rot waſte words about it, 
Her heart is within it, her ſtays are without it; 
Her breaſt are fo pair'd, two ſuch breaſts when you ſee, 
You'll ſwear that no woman yet born e'er had *hree. 


Her ears from her cheeks equal diſtance are bearing. 


*Cauſe each file her head ſhould go partners ju hearing; 
The fall of her neck's the cownfall of beholders, 
Love tumbles them in by the head and the ſhoulders. 


Her legs are proportion'd'to bear what they've carry'c.,. 
And equally pair'd as if happily murry'd ; 
vet wedlock will ſometimes tne bet friends divide, 
Py ther ſpouſe thus fhe's {rrv'd, when he throws them 
ahde. 


Not too ſhort, nor too tall, but I' venture to (ay, 
She's a very good fize, in the mideling way; 
| She's 


B. 
V 


on 
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She's, ay, that ſhe is, ſhe is all—but I'm wrong, 
ter all I can't ſay, 'cauſe Pve ſung all my ſong. 


IONG 237. The Schodl of ANACREON, 


REciTaTive. 


HE feſtive board was met, the ſocial band, 
Round fam'd Ax ACR EOS took their ſilent ſtand : 
My ſons (began the ſage) be this the rule; 8 
No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchool ; 
Where Love and Baccnvs jointly reign within 
Old care, be gone! Here ſadneſs is a fin, | j 


Alix. 


Tell not me the joys that wait 
On him that's learn'd, on him that's great ; 
Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe, 
Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe : 
The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, | 
And Bacchus, god. of wine and mirth,, | 
Me their friend and fawrite wn, 
And I was born for them alone: 
Bus neſs, title, pomp, and Hate, | 
Give em to the fools I hate. | 


But let lowe, let life be mince, | 
Bring mg getcman, bring me Twine - | 
Speed the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grawve-one: ſay : 
Gayly let the minutes fly ; 

In wit and freedom, owe and jcy ; 
So fhull Iewe, fhall 1:7 ve mine, 


Br.;:g me weman, K-. ng de avine 
SONG 238. The Snniing Wheel. 


S I fat at my ſpinning-wheel, 
A bonny lad there paſſed by, 
T kenn'd him round, and I lik'd him weel; 
Gued feth he had a bonny eye: 
My heart new panting, gan to feel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my ipinning-whee!. Mot 


ty | 

on gracg fall he did appear, 

As he my pretence did draw near, 

And = my flender waſte 

He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd : 
To kiſs my hand he down did kneel, | 

As I fat at my ſpinning-wheel. | 


My milx white hand he did extol, 

And prais'd my fingers long and imall, 
And ſaid, there was no lady fair, 

That ever could with me compare : 

Thoſe pleaſing words my heart did fec!, 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, 

Yet he would never be deny'd, 

But did declare his love the more, 
Entill my heart was wounded fore ; 
That I my love could fcarce conceal, | | 
But yet I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 7 


As for my yarn, my rock and reel, 

And after that my ſpinning-wheel, 

He bid me leave them all with ſpeed, 

And gang with him to yonder mead : 

My panting heart ſtrange flames did feel, 
Yet ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


He ftopp'd and gaz'd, and blithly ſaid, 
Now ſpeed the whee!, my bonny maid, 
But if thou'ſt to the hay-cock go, 

Fl learn thee better work I trow : 
Gued feth, I lik'd him paſſing weel,. 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


He lowly vel his bonnet oft, 

And ſweetly kiſt my lips fo ſoft; 

Yet ftill beiween cach honey kits, 

He urg'd me cn to farther bliſs: 
Till I refiltiei: src did feel, 

T hea cet alone my pinning-M hecl. 


Among 
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Among the pleaſant cocks of hay, 
Then with mv bonny lad I lay, 
What damſel ever could deny, 

A youth with ſuch a charming eye? 
The pleaſure I cannot reveal, 


It far ſurpaſt the ſpinning-wheet. 


| SONG 239g. A newer Spmmng FF heel. 
OUNG Corti fiſhing near the mill, 


Saw Sai Ly underneath the hill, | 
Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r could feel : 
Dear maid, th' enraptur'd ſhepherd cries, 

I ſee love iporting in thy eyes : | 
Bat ſtill the turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. | 


| 
| 
| 


Thy cheeks, ſays he, like reaches bloom, | 
| Thy breath is like the Spring's perfume, 
. On thy ſweet lips my love I'll ſeal: 
Yon ſtately ſwans, ſo white and ſleek, 
Are like to SaLLyY's breaſt and neck; 
But ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning- Wheel. 


Tho” fair one, beauty's tranſient power | 
Fades like the - Ad- gaudy 33 
Not ſo where virtue loves to dwell: 
For where ſweet modeſty appears, | 
We never ſee the vale of years ; ; | 
She ſmil'd and Rop'd her ſpinning-whee!. 


The pomp of ſtate, the pride of wealth, 
Says the, I ſcorn for peace and health, [ 
Where honeſt labour earns her meal: | 
Who tells the flatterers common tale, 
Can never o'er my heart prevail. 
And make me leave my ſpinniag-whe.), 


The {wain who loves the virtuous maid, 
Alone can make young Sar.ty kind; 
For him I'll toil, PH fpin and reel: 
leis the voice, favs he, of love, 
\.ome haſten to the church above; | 
She blufh'd and left her ſpinning-wheel. | 1 
SONG 1 
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SONG 240. The neweſt Spmnns Wheel. 


O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Blith Jock EX to young Jexxy came, 
But tho' ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


Her milk white hand he did extol, 
pad 2X ye her fingers long and ſmall: 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel; 

But itill the turn'd her ſpinning. wheel. 


Then round about her flender waiſt. 
His arms he claſp'd, and her embrac'd ; 
To kils her hand he down did kneel, 
Bat yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


With gentle voice, ſhe bid him riſe, 
He dleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes 
Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal, 
Yet ftill the turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


Tul bolder grown, ſo cloſe ke preſs'ò, 
His wanton thought ſte quickly gueſs'd; 
Then puſh'd him from her rock a and reel, 
And angry tarn'd her *pinning-wheel. 


At laſt ven ſhe began to chide, 
tle ſwore he meant ker for his bride ; 
"Twas then her love ſhe did reveal, 
And fiung away her ſęinning-whecl. 


SONG 241. JenxNy GROLIER. 


Tune. When I was a young one, Sc. in Thomas and 
Sally, awbich fee in the firſt wel. 


Y F cramba companions, who love ſongs rehearſe. 
* in ſomething between common ſenſe, proſe and 
vertr, 
You er 1ingle, your jargon, vour ffion forbear, 
Attend truth's deforine' or of Irv GroLIEn, 


One 


S 
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One morn ſome choice ſpirits in holy-day mirth, 
By Fancy invited aſſembled on earth; 

Wit promis'd, it ſeems, e'er they quitted the air, 
He would make up the party with Jexxy GroLits. 


In pleaſure's pavilion "twas fix'd they ſhould meet, 
Buck Bacchus would butler be, Plenty would treat; 
Their Hoſteſs Delight for the deſert took care, 

So gave Genius a card to bring Jenxy GROLIER. 


Love gaz'd as ſhe graceful ſwum dancing along ; 
Humour whiſper'd to Harmony—encore her ſong ; 
Admiration endeavour'd his joy to declare; 

Taſte joyouſly toaſted ſmart Jenny GROLIIERX. 


Judgment enamour'd moſt rapturous kiſs'd herg 
Merit acknowledg'd the lady her ſiſter; 
Nem. Con. twas allow'd by the company there, 
They all were related ro Jenny GROLIIEX. 


Come SuLiivax-—hold, Fl not borrow from art, 
Her picture is pencil'd, and ſet in my heart; 
But figure — what's that? To perfections ſo rare, 
As the dance, ſong, and ſpirit of Jexxy GroLies. 


SONG 242. Hum lug. 
Tune Ye medley of mortals c. which /ee in page 122. 
5 Þ HAT life is a joke, Jon x NY Gar has expreſs'd, 


Come on then? Let us make the meſt af a jeſt ; 

In this world's great journey, all mortals are jogging, 

Where ſome are hum-bug'd, and ſome others hum- 
buging. 

Sing tantara-rara hum-bag, bum bug, 

Sing tantara-rare un-t.g. 


The courtier puts on a political fag e, 
And obliging tamiliarly leers on his grice, 
Ihen cries, I'm your friend, fir, depend on my word, 
But if you depend, you're hum-bug'd, &y the Lord, 


Tho” 


. 


WV 
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Tho! in public, the prude wears the graveſt grimace, 
Yer, in ſecret, fhe'l] open her arms to embrace, 
And then honeſtly owns, as her fellow ſhell hug, 
That life, without loving, is all a hum-bug. 


When the huſband will melt at his wanton wifc*. 
rears; 
When the virgin will pity her ſtatterer's prayers; 
When the love of a whore is believ'd by her cully ; 
All three are in juſtice bumbug'd for their folly. 


When pretty mus ſtruts in the ſeſhion's parade, 
So prim ſhe appears, that you'd ſwear ſhe's a maid ; 
But, vo wed, aſk her ſpouſe, and he'll anſwer you 
um, | 
That her maidenhead, ptihah ! it was only a hum. 


From mother to daughter this hum- bug is gone, 


Women ever for wedlock vote nemine con 


So wedlock and hum-bug alike we may call, 


That's right, ſays the parſon, I'Il hum-bug you all. 


Let me tell you that life's no more than a trouble, 
Each pleaſure at beſt but a ham-buging bubble; 
But hold, L've forgot what I thought to be at, 
zo my bumper I'll drink; there's no hum-bug in that. 


SONG 243. A new bum-bug ballad. 
To the ſame tune, as the foregoing. 


HE ſages of old, and the learn'd of this day. 
About life, and ſo forth, have ſaid, and will lay. 
Yet in ſpite of their maxims, as things turn about, 
Some hum themſelves in, and ſome hum themſelves out. 
Sing tantara-rara @ hum, 4 hum, 
Sing tautærarara a hu, 


This nation has often been humbug'd and hipp'd, 
We did'nt fail ſteddv, our helm was unſhip'd; 
But now to an end of our jars we are come, 

1d the French find our fiohring's no longer a hum. 


L 


| | With 
O) 
* 2 | R 


b 
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With paſſions and fathlons, and this thing and that, 
We would be, we thould be; but wao can tell what; 
This world's a large hive, where to labour we're come, 
But like bees, enjoy nothing, excepting our hum. 


With ladies when jemmys and jeflamys mix, 
They talk, and they walk juit like things of no ſex; 
Yet even theſe things, ſometimes huſbands become ; 
No, no, they're not hutbaads, for there lycs the hum. 


Some men, all their youth, will live fingle through 
ſpite ; | 
But when maggots of marriage old batchelors bite, 
Then they cunningly chuſe their own ſervants—but 
mum, 
Ingead of a maid, they may meet with a hum. 


We all in our turns meet with pleaſures and pains, 
To be humm'd, and to hum, are our loſſes and gains: 
When bit we complain, but when biting we're mum, 
And——but our bcttle is ont boys, and that's the worſt 

hum. 


SONG 244 On being mum. 


To the /ame tune © the foregoing. 


V F. goſſips, who blab ou: the ſecrets of fate, 


c ell-tales, who over ti: tea tables prate, 
Ye boaſters of favours, from b-:uties o'ercome, 
Be wiſer, poor pratlers, henccforward be . 
Sing tante rara mum all, mum all, 
Seng tantara-rara mum all. 


When the girl grants her lover one favour too many, 
As girls to their lovers can fcarce refuſe any, 
When ſhe's left, ſhe may pout, the may glout, and 
look glum, | 
Yet ſhe's ſtill thought a mai, f the ſtill is but wer. 


Ye wives, who have huſb i» 1s neglecting their Cuties, 
That time give the bottle Hat's due to your beautis; 
Would 
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Would you cure chem? take care, when in drink they 
reel home, 


To receive them with ſmiles, and reſolve to be mum. 


It is good to hold faſt, to hold much, or hold long, 
But the belt hold of all 1s to hold faſt your tongue ; 

Tho' wits by their words good companions become, [ 
Can they get halt ſo much as the man who is mu: ? 


The ſervant, who lily keeps filent, will riſe, 
His ears he muſt doubt; nor give faith to his eyes: 
Aſk the fine waiting-maid, how ſhe rich could become, 

She will curtſy and anſwer, in, / 0a; mum. | 


When the wealth wanting totband the fich lover 
views, 
As the faſhion is now to gro tmd of his frouſe, | 
By the hopes of a penſion his jeiilonty's dumb, 
And the hopes of a pleaſure kerys madam heide mun, 


But enough has been ſaid, and enough ha been ſung, 
Remember, dear friends, keep good watch o'er your 
tongue; | 

I've no more to ſay, to an end I am come, | 
My chvines are all out, I muſt hencgforth be »:-, 


SONG 245. On th: tahing cf ite Flavau- | 


nat, in the charatter of a ſuitor. | 
Tune As I derrick'd along: which te boreafter. 


FOM E on, brother tar, and I'll tip you a ſtave, 

8 is by valour and glory inſpir'd; 

Great deeds have been done by us ſons of the wave, ö 
And the London gazette we've tir'd. 

The Spaniards and French who our iſle would invade, 

(ur credit to fink, and ruin our trade; 

At laſt for their pride have been curſedly paid; 
We have drubb'd them, and ta'en the Havannah. 


The 


/ 


The force of our balls make our enemies fly, 
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Whenever we happen to mncet em; 
The pride of a tar 15 to conquer or die; 

We ne'er ſee our foes but we beat 'em : 
Not their thunder united our coaſts dare annoy, 
Their thips we will take, and their harbours deſtroy, 
Where ever our king {hall thoſe heroes employ, 

V ho drubb'd them, and took tie Havannah. 


Altus Ar and brave Pocock treſh laurels have won, 
By conquering V ALESCO at Moro ; 

They :atter'd their jackets, they ruin'd the Don, 
And took of his treature great ſtore-o. 

When Britons agree, who their blows can withſtand ! 

Wa: amp them at ſea, and we've thump'd them by 

land: 

(At Pc ock and Nrrrri thoſe brave boys command, 

bo drubb'd them, and tock the Havannah. 


SON G 246. 


— — 


Jane Jolmny Adr of Kilternan: ο for in the firſt 
wel, beginning Hut- lt wits in luly forty-five. 


HEN learned folks in rh mes make a rout, 
They 1n16ke the gods of the Greeks, tir ; 
On Praasus jump and gallop about, 
As it wanning to break their necks, ſir. 
Put imple me, ſo high can't ſing, 
To Partxassus I make no pretcrices ; 
AI! can ſay is, god bleſs the king, 
May his ſubjects keep in chair ſenſes. 


ror in vanity's ſpite our thoughts run aſtray, 
We are troubled with fits of the mother ; 

We'll be wiſe men to- morrow, tho? filly to-day, 
The next day, nor one thing nor t'other. 

W hen we loit Port-Mahon, our Givi were daſh'C. 
Nay, crazy we were for a ſeaſon ; 

And madmen like, *till we got heartily thraſh'd, 
We could not recover our reaſon. 


"Tax 
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"Tis true it is pity, and pity 'tis true; 
But I beg you'll believe“a poor poet; 

In the glaſs of ſelf-love, tho' we've wiſdom in view, 
Yet we're moſt of us mad, but won't know it. 

Law and phyſic by ſome folks are thought to be bad, 
Becauſe their effects may annoy them; 

Yet lawyers and doctors we won't ſet down mad, 

But we'll Lem all thoſe who employ them. 


More or leſs to the ſcurvy mankind are a prey, 

| If you pleaſe to believe your phyſician ; 
And a man when he's mad, Iwill venture to ſay, 

Is but in a ſcurvy condition. 
Wine makes our blood good, and cond blood makes us 
1 ſound, | 
If you'll Recipe tant (fun ; | 
Since for madne!'s, my fricnds, I've this remedy found, 

Let none be fo mad as to miss it. 


SONG 247. An ei jorg getreu 29: for 
the tune in the farſt Pur. , his g. pages 128. 


II FRE was a joviii begg a; 
He had a wooden leg: 
Lame from his cradle, 
And forced for to beg : 
And a begging we acill go, 
Wl go, weil go, 


And à begging we ui go. 


A bag for his oatmeal, 

Another for his ſalt; 

And a pair of crutches, 
To ſhew that he can halt. 


A bag for his wheat, 
Another for his rye; 

A little bottle by his fide, _ 
To drink when he': a dry. 


To Pimlico we'll go, 
Where we ſhall merry be; 
With ev'ry man a can in's hand, 
And a wench upon his Knee. 


And when we are diſpos'd 

To tumble on tne gral>, 

We've a long patch'd coat, 
To hide a pretty lass. 


Seven years I begg'd 

For my old maiter Wt y, 
He taught me to beg 

When L was but a child. 


bega'd for my maſter, 

And got him fore of petit ; 
But Jovz now be prail-d, 

I nov beg for my telt. 


In a hollow tree 
live and pay no rent; 
Providence provides for me. 
And I am well content. 


Of all occupations, 

A beggar lives the beſt ; 
Lor when he 15 a weary, 

He'll lay him downs and reſt. 


fear no plots againſt me, 
live in open cell; 

Then who would be a king, 
Vhen a beggar lives fo well. 


SONG 243. The Roaft-Reef of Old Eng- 
land: A cantata. Taken from a celebrated print 
done by the ingeniaus Mr. Hoc AR TII. 

ReciTarTive. 


, WAS at the gate of Calais, IIog ann telle, 
Were lad deſpair and famine always dwells, 
| A mea- 


4.200: | 
A meagre Frenchman, Madame Gs AxD5S1IRF's cook, 
As home he N d his carcaſe that way took: 
Bending bencath the weight of fam'd Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wild in vain to dine: | 
Good father Dominion by chance came by, or 
With raſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; | 
Who whon he fir beheld the creely load, 
His beneviciion on it he beſon 'd ; 
And as the ſolid fat bis fingers pr. 1 J, 
He lick'd his chaps and thus the knight addreſs'd. 


AIX. 
(Tune: A lovely laſs to a fryar came, Sc. u 
Ver ef Her oj 


Oh rare rooſt beef ! lew'd by all maniiid, 
ara diem'd to lame thee, 

Men draſt'd ard garni d to my mi, 
Ard ſ oom. "g in thv gravy, 

Net all thy country's force combin'd 
Steuld from my fury ſa de theo, 


— — — — — — ——_ 


Renogun d Sir Lein, oft-times decri's.d, 
The theme of Eugliſb ballad ; 

On thee en kings have duign'd do fred, 
Uninewn to Frenchman's palate : 

Then how much m he taſte doth exceed 
Seup meagre, fregs, and ſalad, 


REC1ITATIVE. 


A half. ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and Icai, 
Who ſuch a fight before had never ſcen; 

Like Gar x1cx's frighted HamLET, gaping flood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 

His morning 's meſs ſorſook the friendly bowl, 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement: iloiy. 

He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then in plaintive tone declar'd Eis grief. 


A 1K, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Ah, ſucre Dieu ! wat do I fee quel. 's 
Da! look 7 1 mp!: ng rid ara rate : 

gar it is de roaſt lf from Londre ; 
Oh: / gra te me don letil Ute. 


But to my gu if you give u, 5 eng, 
Ard cruel Fate dis bean dens:s ; 

7. kad compaſſion unto my lends 75 
Rur and let me feaſt my Oc. 


REcitTaiTive. 
Ilis fellow- guard, of right Hiberr.ian clay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country © 4 betray j 
From Iybru's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means to gain his dus. v bread. 
Soon as the well-known prol! rect he deicry'd, 
in blund'ring accents dolefuliy he cry'd. 


Alx. (Tune: Lllen a N 


dert bref, that now cauſ. 's my Hum 40 Fitts 
Sewect bei, that mon . 55 Fas ts its 
So 1: ag — {8 alt 7. 
Ay 707 the tu ls bt 4 
Je wiv tone, C. pailſuls, runs out at mm cpis. 


! A 1 d. "a; W525 gie? S Gt 4295 (1 fer i, 
l ili recs I remain, my life's not 21:5th a Yarti 2 
1. 4 ha; 4 e / I f 


Ii by aid I come to you ? 


The gallis ꝛus, more kind, wwonid ba ue jay il me from flarvi 17, 


RzcirarT:yve. 
Upon the ground hard b cr Sawygy fat, 
Who ied his note, aad TALL 'd his rad: dy pa 
zat when Old-En e! > vu. wars he e hy od: 
Fits dear loved mull, alas! Was OW n at ſide: : 


M 8 Arte d hanu-. lie Lleſt b 8 N ative — place. 


Then ſcrub'd- iin ſelf, and thus bowarld bis caſe. 


Alis. 
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(T:::: The Broom of Cowdenknows : which fc 5.1: 
alter.) 
Fitzy hard, o, 8. \WNEY, 7, thy lot, 
I d blithe a "late, 
To Jer uch meat as eat be Lots \ | 
IV ben bu: Zer 18 75 greet, | 
O te O ib Jonur, benny bet, | 
IT hen reafte J nice nA broxon 3 | 
Jau LE d a [lice of the: 
Atv {rect it <0 2b d gag do zd. 


A Cnaztev! had? theu net been ſcce, 
Tit nr bad La 'd to an. 5 
I :rovld tie dl ha „ed mine oy ty 
F*er / ng 247 * , - 92 7 / Oy 
7 © ec 2 
2 the be „ Co 


Rrecirartiur. 


Bat fee my muſe to England takes her ſlignt, 
Where health aad plenty ſocially ure ; 

Where ſmiling treedom guards great Grondt' thron: 
And whips, and chains 3, ard torcures are not known. 
Tho' Britain's fame in loftieſt firains ſhoutd ring, 

In ruſtic fable give me leave to üng. 


Ain 


(Tune or Wen wighty roalt-beef, Dr. Sie Je, ped et- 
ter this.) 


As once on a lum” a young g freg, pert and vate, 
Bekeld a large ox grazing ver the wide lui. 
He beat his fixc "be cual guichiy attain. 

O the reaft beef of Old- Englana, 

And O the Old-Engliſh roaſi beer. 


Then eagerly firetchi ing his weak littl- Fs ame, 
Mamma who ſtood by like a A noxuing Id dame, 

CHa, Son, to attempt it ven 're ſelrely too blame." 
| 2 the dt bet 'f, Ec. 
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G the roaſt be, Ec. 


SONG 249. Aud ald fong. 


HEN mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſhman's 
food, 
it enobled our veins, and enriched our blood ; 
Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were good : 
O the roaſt beef of old-England, 
And O the old-Engliſh roaſt beef. 


But fince we have learnt from all-conquering France, 
To eat their ragoos, as well as to dance, 
We're fed up with nothing—but vain complaifance : 

O the reaſt beef, &c. 


Our fathers of old, were robuſt, four and ſtrong, 

And kept open houſe with good chear all day long, 

Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this ſong : 
O the roaft bet, Ec. 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſha!l TI name ? 

A ſneaking poor race, half begotten, —and tame, 

ho fully thoſe honours that once (hone in ſame : 
O #- att . 


N 3 When 


- - 
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When good queen Ert1zastrnh fat on the throne, 
tre coffee, or tea, or ſuch flip-flops were known, 
The world was in terror if e'er the did frown ; 

O the roaft berf,, Ec. 


In thoſe davs, if fleets d:d preſame on the main, 
hey ſeldom or never return'd back again; 
As witneſs the vaunting armada of Spain 
_ Cod”: DM 
O the roaſt bee 5 Co 


Oh! then they had ſtomachs to cat and to fohe, 

And, when wrongs were acooking, to do themfelyc: 
right; 

But now we're a pack of- could bu: god night, 
O the riaft b., Oc. 


SONG 2 50. In iinitation F the foregoing, 


and #9 the ſame tu xc. 


V HEN humming brown beer was the Engliſh- 

man's take, | 
Our wives they were merry, our daughters were chaſte; 
Their breath ſmelt like roſęs whenever embrac'd. 

O the brewn beer of Old- Englund, 

Aud O the old Engliſh brown beer. 


Ere coffee and tea found its way to the town, 


Our anceftors they by their fires ſat down, 
Their bread it was white, and their beer it was brown, 
O the briwwn beer, Ec. 


Our heroes of old, of whoſe conqueſts we boaſt, 

Could make a good meal of a pot and a toaſt ; 

On, did we fo now, we ſhouid ſoon rule the roaſt. 
Q the brown beer, Sc. 


When the great Spaniſh fleet on our coaſt did appear, 
Our ſailors each one drank a jorum of beer, 
And ter.t them away with a flea in their ear. 


O He brown beer, Cc. 
Out 


WS 
Our clergymen then took a cup of good beer, 
re they mounted the roſtrum, their ſpirits to cheer; 
Then preach'd againſt vice, tho' courtiers were near. 
() the h; He beer, Se.. 


Their dactrine were then authentick and bold, 

Well grounded on ſcripture, and fathers of old; 

But row they preach nothing but what they are tc!d, 
G the lien ber, Ec. 


For fince the genexa and ftrong rataf2e, 
They are dwindl'd to nothing, but ftav—!et me fee ; 
Faith nothing at all but mecr hddle-de- de 


- * 


6:4 „ 
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| SONG 251, 


charming SYLv1a fee 
Of what I am poſleſt ; 
Somewhat above your knee, 
And yet below your breaf, 


Oh! let me enter in 

That lovely tender part, 
Tis beneath your chin, 

I mean my SYLv1a's heart. 


And if that be too high, 
| An humbler fate I'll meet, 
Permit me then to lie 
Beneath my SyLvi1a's feet, 


| S O0 NG 252. Deſeriptim of Bartoolemew- 


Fair, in London. 


HILE gentlefelks ſtrut in their filver and ſattins, 
We poor folks are tramping in ſtraw hats and 
pattens ; 
Yet as merrily old Engliſh ballads can ſing o, 
| As they at their opperores outlandiſſ ling o; 
| Calling out, bravo, ankcoro and caro, 


Tho'f I will ſing nothing but Bartlemew fair o. 
K 4 Here 


1 
Merc was, firſt of all, crowds againſt other crowds 
delving, 
like wind ant tide meeting each contrary ſtriving; 
Shell idling, tharp fighting, and ſhouting and thrick . 


ing, 

Files, trumpets, drums, bagpipes, and barrow-girls 
ſqueaking, 

Come rv rare round and ſound, here's choice of fine 
ware o, 


Tucugh all was not ſound fold at Bartlemew fair o. 


Tncre was drolls, hernp'pe dancing, and ſhowing 

of poitures, 

With frying black puddings, and op'ning of oylters ; 

With ialt-boxcs, folos, and gallery folks ſquawiing 

The tap-houſe-gueſts roariug, and mouth- pieces bau- 

ling. ä 

Pimps, pawnbrokers, ſtrollers, fat landladies, ſailors, 

Bau de, 2 jilts, jockies, thieves, tumblers and 
tay lors. 


Tlere's Puxca's whole play of the gunpowder plot, 

fir, 

Wild beaſts all alive, and peaſe-porridge all hot, fir : 

Fine ſauſages fried, and the black on the wire; 

'i ke whole ccurt of France, and nice pig at the fire. 

Here's the vo-atd-dewns, hol take a ſeat in the 
Chair 0, 

Tho! cre's more up and dowus than at Partlemeiv 
air . 

Here's WHITT:NGTOR?S cat, and the tall drome dar, 
The chaiſe „ ithout horſes, and queen of IIungary; 
Here's the merry-go-rounds, come who rides, come 

who rides, fir, 
Wine, beer, alc, and cakes, fire-eating beſides, fir. 
The fam'd learn'd dog that can teil all his letters, 
And ſore men, as ſcholars, are not much his bettet“. 


This world's a wide fair, here ramble 'mong 
; by 
gay things — | 
Our patons like children arc tempted by plav things; 
| By 


# 


— —— — 


| 
| 
| 
( 
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35 {ound and by ſhow, by traih and by trumpery, X 
The fal-lals of faſhion, and Frenchity "ad frum; Dery 
What i; life but a droll, rather wretc} «od :!“ 1 rare o- 
And thus ends the ballad of Bartlemew air o. 


SONG 253. 


ww 


Aud lay by thoſe terrible glances ; 
We live in an age that's more c1\ i] and wile. 
'Than to follow the rules of romances. 


A II! Neu tis time to diſarm your bright eyes, 


hen once your round bubbies begin to pout, 
7 hey'll allow you no long time of courting ; 
Ana you 11 find it a very hard tiifk to ho! 4 out, 
For all maidens are mortal at fourteen. 


ONG 254 Sent 10 a lady with a pair of 
filk garters. 


. Beauteons maid reward my paſſion: which ſee in 


the F Fel. 


APIIN E. my fair, except from me, 
The humbleſt of thy martyrs, 
f wreath to bind each ivory knee ; 
A filken pair of garters. 


May never theſe their truſt beguile, 
In ſi175s to ladies ſhocking ; 

Var ever avit, o'er h ill, or flile, 
Their cid ally, the tocking. 


Now beni ait gui inal penſt 

{© Quota Enpwarp, knighthood' s donor, 
When thuſfled off in mazy dance, 

* The garter ſtipp'd its owner. 


„ Ard let it not, my lords, be told 
« 'to worthy kmght's diſziace, 
« Tl.at ſmiles a among my barviz old 
Fer flaſh'd a lady's face. 
* 


% 


— — — 


L 214. ] 
„Nor 'ere ſhall waggery 4eride, 
Or fling his jeſts upon her, 


Jord, Earis, and dukes, fall kneel with privy, 


«« To wear this badge of honour. 


Hence if we truſt hiſtoric fame, 
„ 'Fruth's general recorder, 

* Th' original of knighthood came 
And garters ſacred order.” 


May theſe around the bed-poſt ſti ung 
In love's prophetic charms, 


YPamat to thy dream the hepherd young, 
Who'll fold thec to his arms. 


2 happy then ſome lover new, 
Shall pleaſe thy wand'rino ſight, 

ma he love, as Dauos true, 
And bleſs thee with delight. 


Should Daus cer behold that das, 
"The fight would all unnerve him 
Vet do not thou his gift repay, 
lis on will better ſerve him. 


SONG 255. 


ww 


Fre, G uiidford tile. 


SF witlom will preach about joy 
rand folly will practiſe as well : 


Men are ſim; ple, and life but x toy, fir, 
kn toying it is we excel. 
Is it worth our while, 
Through learning t oil? 
Or trouble our hes how to think 7 
Thouglit ne'er wa ciefign d, 
To puzzle the mind, 
So only let's mind who's to drink. 


fir, 


\_ 227 -] 


ing SoLOMON, I'm not profane, fir, 
Was a wile, yet a whimſical elf; 
He never thought any thing vain, fir, 
"Till ke was paſt pleaſure himſelt. 
Fe uſed wo ſay, 
here's a time to play, 
| To labour, to love, and to think; 
Let thoſe in their prinre, 
Remember their time, 
At ; reſeat 'tis time we ſhould drink. 


| A pox on reflction, be jolly, 
| Diſpaſſionate dullneſs deſpiſe; 
Did vou once know the pleaiure of folly, 
You'd ne'er be ſo weak, to be wile. 
Let the trumpet o1 fame, 
Thoſe heroes proclaim, 
Who never at cannon-balls blink, 
By the buly in trade, 
De cept per cent made, 
"Tis cent per cent better to drink. 


Dome about with a bumper boys hearty 
To our king and our country ſucceſs ; 
Jo oblivion tots envy and party, 
May freedom our fire ſides bleſs. 
Here's a health to thoſe, 
Who face our foes, 
To thoſe who dare ſpeak as they think; 
o ſuch fort of men, 
5 Again and again, 
Again and again boys we'll drink. 


SONG 256. Taft. 


Tire : Young Roger came tapping at Doliy's window: 
g Jee next a Her this . 


= learned oer clafſics, who pore night and day, 
And lite time in ſchool phraſes waſte; ; 
Frymologies ye can unriddle, then ſay, 
From whence is derived the term Tue, 


When 


L290 :1 
When genius, wit, learning, and {cience are thown, 
We know which it is we'd be at; - 


But fince Taſte has been term'd as a phraſe on the town, 
We ſ neither know this thing nor that. 


ver catalogues poring the auction folks ſee; 
Hark ! Sir, ſomething the connoiſſeur, —ſpeaks 
About Rar nau, Coxkragto, Vary, Mona, 
INT AGLEITAS, MOSAICS, ANTIQUES. 
Hrs bongur 6555 Dei quizte the tings to be fare; 5 
Zis immenſe, tis derdigious, 115 vaaſt ; 
Ihen the handling, diſpoſing, tore-ground, and cop- 
tour, 
Oh! he talks all in all, who talks Tasre. 


To the lucky, enrich'd by large plunder from Wulrz's, 
Each ſupple- kneed ſycophant bows 

While icience and learning are ſtared at for frights, 
They are creatures which no body knows. 

In vain may a genius petition his grace, 
On the pavement his hours he'll waite ; 

The e porter i Nap-to the door in his face, 
For merit we kno is not Tas TE. 


Not by leg, nor paſſion, but faſhion we think, 
By talhiou we ſwear and we pray; 


By faſtion ve ae, aid by fathion we drink, 
For each vi.e like a dog has it's day. 
Once Su. eres could pleaſe, now op'ras endear, 


And ©: 3 large ſubſcriptions we wale; 
Lk pulory telous, - cre nail'd by the ear, 
For torging that p! tom call'd Tas rt. 


Te ſures Ane nad ſomething to fay, 
be to n nd him t: not worth our while; 
We don't want to tak cw, but only to play, 
So claſſic in taſte muſt be HorLe. 
Ey thet. . rules would you fludy to ſpeak, 
The ti. 16 while you read runs to walte ; 
"Tis from wagers alone that your proofs you mult ſeek, 
Lene rſt, 15 the logic 1 in Ta5TE. 


Vc 


5 > I 


1 — IEY —© + 


E <1] 
Le have been fo well!“ {© immer ſely polite, 
So re n 4 by cure innen e Frances 
hat we really beiics zei managers to fight, 
Vault allow it is %% wmplarj. ine. 


\ But tue Cr nth s or Nat ax D av akon ur vouth, 
In fan's trumfet ew Line U ves batt ; 

a OLD iFloxork ente. d the STaxmaAnt of TruTH, 

| Aud wee prov'd vurieives BRIT ON S at lait. 


5 


S8 ON 1257. 8d: Fg 


J7OUNG Rvgzi came raping at DoLLy's win- 
4 dow, 
Toma, „bert. tampa 
He be foe al minance, the antwer'd him no, 
Crt. * {6 „ 4 lum catx, 0 tn . 
Me DELLS, my ugh vour true love is here, 
Mn habe ho 
No, no. Pires A, — as you came you max go, 
Campa, flumpaly, ffump. 


O what is tte reaſon, dear DoLLy, he cry'd, 
- Kale 4, . 

Tihac thus I'm caſt off, and unkindly dend, 
Traypny, Wc. 

Some rival more dear, I gueſs has been here, 
Cruampaty, Ee. 

Suppoſe there's been two, Sir, pray what's that to you? 
Nupaty, S. 


O! then with a ſigh, his fad tareve'l he took, 
Humpaty, Sf q 

An all in deſpair, he leap'd into the brook, 
Plumiuty, Ie. 


« His courage he cool'd, he found himſelf focl'd, 
: Bl: MPH ;'z Te 
| He ſwam tc cue ſhoe, and ſaw Dorur no more, 
0 . 2 
| 
| | | then 


£.- 249 

O! ten ſhe recali'd, and recall'd hiri ai 
Nampaty, E.. 

Whilſt he, [3% vc a mayuman, ran oor theo Plein, 
Stum Pats, .. 

Determin'd to ind a daimſcl more Kiel, 
Plampaty, IT | 

While Dor v' afraid, the mull die n dle 11 


Mum pas y, Ec. 


SONG 12328. 


O N 8 time U le; red vonn Ros Nen 
But when her po” r fe knew 
The little tyrwit grew unkin!, 
And I my love with Jrew, | 


— 7 "_ 


Now reaſon al! wy boſom ſway's, 
Pride fortvfv'd my foul ; 
I {wore when from her ambuſcade, 
A The little u heedler ftole. 


L view'd her face, I paus'd a while, 
I heard, and was reprov'd ; — 
She woo'd me to her with a ſmile. 


J kiſs'd her, and I lov'd. 


When Ros aL1ND 3 's face commands, 
How vain th! eſiays of men! 

She frownus— wel reak love's alken bands, 
She miles we! Ie again. 


But vet, ye fair, be not inclin'd, 
Like her your pow'r to prove ; 
Few 38 can charm like Ros ALIN , 
ew ſx2ins ic me can love, P 


SONG 


” wu a 
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SONT 23509. Ty le a Compmorggeus'. 


- 


* # PA ths 5 4 40 Xs . * ok 
Tune; Ve * 1ortofs Cr, ent fe in Ie firs 


We 


At o re 61.4 nnn AF"; 

You muſt half worde, and had wore dr words 
| + Ss th 

Nod, wink and wor wiſe, vonr a tene Cur; 


9. 1 Pp” hs To hr 
W167 id tir A $0.74 £,.0 al.. + / , 
Fes | / 


8 .* 
ne tf nr, both u genu. 


k 4 . 
1 3 8 * * 


— 28. - . . 3 
\F "'" +74) -, C1 0 44 14 


The money you ſquander vour judgment confirms ; 
You need not know tetence, repeat bv. the terms; 
The labour of learning belongs to the poor, 

Do but pay, that's enough for a true Com, ur, 


At your own table prac e exotics ſupreme, 
If muiic's the {ubje®, or paint. the theme; 
All artifis but 7-54 , pravie and procure, 
By your troop of lena captains your're dubb 7 Ce 


When for words you are loſt, fill it up wic grimace, 
And ſhow your vaſt wiidom, by wo «ir > you face; 
Make poor merit blu, but be bold and ſecvte, 

And el Taoxze; out Bronze, like a nice Corvifſcur. 


The worth of a man, the wiſe ſay is his pence, 
"Twas 1avi ſo, and fo it will centuries hence; 
Then ricu folly ['!] pꝛaiſe (pretty pimp) the procures, 
Fall work for the wits, when ſhe forms Connoifturs, 


SONG 260. The Rover reclaim'd. 
vw HEN artleſs fed among the fair, 


1 
I !?_vw CLarinDA's (hots and air. 
Enrapiur'd with her form divine, 


F pray'd me gods to make her mine. 


[320 


Lat * ACh C 1 if WT Ow > tis 
\ppvear'd, ane i | KW 4 ih Iurvey'd 
CiakixNGa vanidltd from my hail, 
And the alone my mind polts'd, 


wh 


* 


Soon BiTsyY, w.tir her rolling eye: 
From fair CA inatch'd the prive, 
Which SaLLY from fair Bersy tore, 
Then kitty, and an hundred more. 


Thus long a ro ang! vonth inclin'd, 
Beauty nor wit could tix my mind; 
When charming Por y c: ght mx g 
And hid my Gul wich new delight. 


Here kx'd, mv rambling i ee cer, 
Of all but her I think no more; 
In whom alone each charm I nud, 
Wit, beaut-, and a gentle mind. 


SONG 261. F, Lavir SKIMMER, au. 


1iti al 5 C493 b 


Tune : Young Roger came appins at Dolly' S Window 


N * 6. 
2 4 tre 17.4 7g. 24 * 


T O more let French diſhes appear in our meſs, 
Nor the taſte of an Englitſbman ſpoil; 
We drub the Frerch feilows whaterer we drefts, 
Be it either to-roalt, bake, or broil. 
At Chetburgin we gave them a dich of our {oup, 
They {wore it was damn'd four 1auce ; 
Then we tots d up Cape Breton, and few'd Gn :daloupe, 
And a haſh made at Havre de Grace. 


We gave them a belly-full lately near Breft, 
And Corxrians from Toujon kad a treat; 
The twenty-four pourders t hey c o_ not digen, 

Our balls we conf. f are fete 10548, 


— — hy. of — 


Nut we can fall to tho', on what monſ.curs got, 
You ſce we fot down at ovr eaſe; 

And this plac. and thu: pin e, tity all ges to pot, — 
For we help ourſetves juſt where we pleaie. 


In Eaft-Ind'cs, Iiancy, we cook the thing richt, 
Pondickerry our tate ha, C15 hit, 
Lari ſent word, bis ſcheme world the Er, nme 
bite, 
But, an {lars 1c ound hin f k bit. 
It was juſt for a v. he, when ve toe Fenegel, 
Then our ſtornehb for fiat ung encreated ; 
Since we garniſnh'd Cat bec with. t.c town Montteal, 
Martinico La, made up the teat. 


Up hill how our Hart of O44 hollowed along 
Yo ho-ing they tow'd up ca.h gu" 3 

Roaſt beef and king GroRGe was ihe jolly tars ſong, 
And they croſs'd the French tec tor f on. 

La Toben, the French , werner, ws Ive heard ſay, 
Thinks our c: a pany. 0 duie nim ry race; 

He tte Ergliſh detefts, fo ke zehs OUT + 4 TC WAY 3 
Cauſe ke ſcorns to look us n tie face. 


Thus may cid Eugland's encinics ever be ſnuhb'd, 
May her ſons thus unauimous join; 

If the; do- I be damn'd, if ricy ever are drubb'd, 
Tho' the dons. or don wi lts combine. 

Come lads lock, brignt vic ory ilünes on the ſcene, 
With our fighting we won't make a fuls, 

May the fons, and tons ſors, of our good king and 

quecn, 


Fave ſtout honeſt ſubjects like us. 


SONG 262. Atv h Pull. Un. 
F N W ſwoet tr: the roſes of Tyne, 


Tine pr and e jeſſanine gas; 
But rip 1 of their 1 of ms; how 1 on. 
— 1 Y 

! ou adden thoſe { ＋ OLED \\ 111 det 4 


* .* 
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1 
ul tach is the maid in her prime, 
A\dorr'd with the bloom of fifteen ; 
But robb'd of her beauty by time, 
No traces oi youth can he ſcen. 


ko 
| 


Then, Puts, be wife whilſt you mov, 
To Dawox's addreſſes prove kind, 
Relent, or believe what I ſay, 

Too late you will alter your mind, 
When next the fond youth ſhall declare 

The paſſion which glows in his breaſt, 
With him to the ultar repair, 

Nor longer refuſe to be bleſt. 


S ON G. 263. Ou the firge of Pondicherry, 


Tune : On a time I was great. 


S Nrrruxt one day o'er the riſing waves rode, 
The genius of England he met, fir; 
Complaiſantly he bowed to the Sea-/wwellirg god, 
Dut his majeſty ſpoke in a pet, fir. 
Hark you, fir, quoth the coral-crown'd king, is this 
x true, 
4 That the Engliſh are rulers at ſea ; 
You may like it, indeed, 1t is better for you ; 
But what do you think 'tis for me? 


The god deſs- born guardian his face-beaming imiles, 
Replied, father of oceans be mild, fir; 
Your offspring. vou know, are the ſea-circled iſles, 
And England's your eldeſt born child, fir. 
Loung:, what's ait this neiſe? calls the Sall-avater lord; 
He was told, they were Engliſh broadſides thac 
had roar'd, 
We'll go ſee them, fays NeyTuxE then, come buck 
on board, 


Steer tritons to Pondicherry, 


| 
| 


—— — — 
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In à ſea-ſprinkled miſt, they ſail'd o'er the town. ; 
'"Caule, unſeen, they refolved to review them; 
Our balls knock'd, like nine-pins, monſieurs up anc 
dovn, : 
Nay, the ind of our bullet; o'erthrew them; 
Their bones want. Puſh, aud their ſkins wanted clothes, 
At the famine faced French, NeepTuxE turn'd up 
his nale; | 
Crying, zocnds, why theſe fellows are beat without 
blows, 


They cannot keep Pondicherry. 


On the beef-eating Engliſh, he then caſt his ever, 
He was fick of ſurveying ſoup-meagres | 
Since at Tion 1 afilted, bp Styx, the god crivs, 
I never beheld finer r ; | 
O'crj':y'd he obſerv'd, hearts of oak fore and aft, 
How they ſtout to their guns ſtood, and loaded fo 
merry ; | 
He toſs'd up his trident, tranſported and laugh'd, 
Saying, ho, boys for Pondicherry. 


Then a flag from the walls, was wav'd to and fro, 
And thre- jolly cheers our tars gave it; 

Couſin, couſin, cries NerTuNE, why I told you fo, 
The town ſec, your Britiſh boys have it; 

Go triton, quoth he, find out trum; et-tongued fame, 
And make in old England my fav'rizes merry; 
Away on the wind, with ſpread wings went the dame, 

And ſounded out Pondicherry. 


SONG 264 Ow the Cock-lane Ghoſt, 
W IT H wonder each year we the old year out do, 


We ſcorn to conſider how far a tale's true; 
Tis enough that tis talk'd of, and that the thing's new. 
Which wubeay can deny. 


There's a time we are told to ſuit each inclination, 

When cunning works beſt on credulity's paſſion ; 

Now that work is well timed, for a ghoſt is in faſhion, 
I? hjch nobody, Ec. 


Fc 


- 


EF 99-4 
L224 | 
For Crceb- ging oracles this ghoſt a match iS, 
Vith han NT, "and ſo forth, he quchions difpatche: ; 


But ſome mull be clawed off, le fhows u. IM ne (Crate hes. 


„ 
* Ws <4 AT 607) , E.. 


This gheſt 12 a cho" of An cd COMPO! ft? O's | 

As lie verer avpeirs, Fc 1s 10 appuaritt an; | 

But witli blows. like Fee Matous . Ac Ken Eis | 
condition. 


With wonder the maltitu de ee ment receive it, | 

But yet tur a much greater wonder Lil give it, 

If a man, with the ghoſt, of 8800 ſends, hould believe it. 
«hich ng:dy, We 


We can't yet untiddle what this ghoſt is hatching, 
Nor can the learn'd find ou, tho' nightly they' re 
watching, 
How, without fleſh and blood, „ can come by its 
ſcratching 
Which n:body, Cc. 


Tho? this tale-telling ghoſt with a baby begun, 

What work will he make if his r rapping goes on, 

And he ſhould diſcover v. at prown folks have done. 
ia nobody, SE.. 


To hinder its blabbing there's one thing I would do, 
Ari that, 1? they pleaſe too, all catily chu'd do, 
i: ©. only behaving henceforth as we ſhould do. 

7 Hui nobedy, Er. 
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SONG 265. Smig ly tle the Jie of 
Mob tt. 


* OD N, firlt to thee, 


A miik white iced in battle won, 
We We „ erißc' . 


8 p * 25 „„ 
nos. bare riß 


Let our neut on ation be, 
To inn e 
Of uch another. 
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* 
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A.third ; {of Friezland breed was re) 

To Wops x's wife, and eto Taok's mother: 
And now we bare ation'e all three, 

We have facriticd. 


SIT LET; 


The white horſe ret ind aloud : 
To Worprsx thanks we ro:.der 
To Wonex we have vow d: 
To Wok, our defender. 


7 57 3 . As . , * 
ee FLils £683 685 i neto? & 
* — 


Ale. 


"The lot is caſt, and Taxrax pleas't : 
Of mortal cares you ſhall be cas'd. 


nous. 


Brave ſauls to be renouu d in glory, 
Ilandur prixing, dia-“ dying, 
Fante acgulring, 43 expiring, 


012 und reap the fruit of glory. SUNG 
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ON G 266. Sang by the Soft Price. 


Call ve ail, | 
To W 1 8 all; 


Your ten ap!es round 
With ivy bound, 
In goblets crown'd, 
und plenteous bowls of burniſ' ge | 
Waere you fnall laugh, 
An! dance, and quaf | 
Ihe juice that makes the Lritors bold. N 


S ON G:: 265. Mahr F. 


D W n 8 V. ho take A read: ny; Nitaſtt: 
In the ftcel-form'd artav 5 5; gut 
Trumps that ound their 158 os men 


Rout and ruta, fear and flieg 


* 
3 


hr, 


o Sn 
*- 


To our wonted fume reftorz © * 
Give the Britith hot to wild; 
Caale their ſquues to fink bore :4 
Theirs the fight, and ours tg Gold, 
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Bens es , 
e (1 Nein. 


OM I. if you dare, cur trampets ſound ; 


Come it you Sr „the facs reha; 


* 
We come, We COMO, We Comer, Wie cg ; 
Says the daudle, Juble, double beat of the thung ring 


Crum. 
Now they char: ge ON amt 
N ow they ally again: 
The gods fre n abwre the mad la gour teholkd, 
And pity mankind that weill periſn fir p17. 


— 3 ME. er 


4 : Fi 1 = 
"a As os 6 eh, Chil) ey wa? | » 
The faint: r Saxons (uit their or zur d, 
Their tr umpet. A u in mne fouus! 
The; 


We retlirn to our ans like tortunat? 


wu AS Gros 


They fiv, they liy, they lly, the fits, 
Victoria, victoria. the bold Ecitons cy. 
Nov the victery's wor, 
Je the plun.'-r we run : 


2 — 

or IAC 155 
Friauę hant w ith ſpoits of the vanguith'd invaders. 
Cuo n. Aow 2: ery h, . 


ON G. 269. Sung by PnILI Det. 


IT HER this way, this way bend, | 
1 Vicit not tet malicious fiend ; | 
T: neue Sfalſe de iudiag lights, | 
Wäſted tar and nrar by Iprites ; - 
Trutt them not, fer they'll deceire ve; 
And in bogs an marſhes leave eye. 


Con. of Pur 81 ; 85 
3 Hieber this 9 , tiis — & nl. 
DEIES 11118. * 
(40R, of Gniwu- 
: SS Ti, xvay, this nuvoy bud, 
EALD's fpirits, 5 ; 


Air, Seng ty Putt inEL. 


If you ſtep, uo danger th inking, 
Dan you tail a fa. long linking. 
"Fi; a fend who tt; annov'd xe; 


Name but Heav'n, and he'll av 5 ve. 
5 d 


Cuca. of Pult | | 
TR Either this wvor, thts xvay bend. 
DEL 5 ſpirits. : : 
Cuno. 9 5 ! M- 
BA 1D 5 ſpirits. 


2 Thi Way, tr 75 WARY ber. 


PrniLingL?'s 
ipirito 1 Tr n pat RALCIONS A. nd. 
Griuzaly's? - | 
ſpirits | Truft me I am no alive, fend. 


Paitinet's 


5 lll, this away, 
| SONG 


SONG 270. Se ly Garriott, 
1 E T not a moon- born elf miſlead Vc 
4 


„ From your prev, and from your giorv : : 
Tco far, alas! he has betray 'd ye: 

Follow the damos, that wave before ye : 
Sometimes {ey 'n, and tomevimes one; 
Hurry, hurry, harre, hurry on. 


See, fre the footſteps plain appearing, 
That way OSWalD chole tor Rying: 
Firm: is the turt, and fit for beari:: 85 

nere vonder perrly dews are |, ing 
Far he cannot hence be gone: 
Hurry, hurry, harry, hurt; on, 


SONG 271. cog by crc of Metis” 


nils. 


HIS way turn, the fiends 2 avoiding, 
Or in bogs and pits you'll fall : 
Once decoy'd in, there deitro;*Q in, 
Mer:iin can't your doom 1ecall. 


SONG 272. Sung ly Puiliprr, and 


Gi her s. 


CHOR.. Come feloiv, We. 


'& OME follow, follow, follow me. 
And nme. Aud mc. And me. ' And me. 


And green iward all your may ſhall be, 
CHOR. - Cen- folltau, Er. 
No goblin or elf fh. dare to gffend ye. 
Cuno. Re, 12, no, fc. 
Na goblin or elf ſpall, DOOM 
Teio. We bicthrea of air, 
You herc oc» will bear, 
To the kind and the fair that attend ye. 
Cox. Me brethren, Ec. 


SONG 
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SONG 273. Sung by a Shepherd. 


| OW bleſt are ſhepherds, how happy their laſſes, 
| While drums and trumpets are ſounding alarms ! 
Over our lowly ſheds all the ſtorm paſſes; 
And when we die, *tis in each others arms. 
| All the day on our herds, and flocks employing: 
| All the night on our flutes, and in enjoying. 


Bright nymphs of Britain, with graces attended. 
Let not your days without pleaſure expire ; 

Honour's but empty, and when youth is ended, 
Ill men will praiſe you, but none will defire 

Let not youth fly away without contenting ; 

Age will come time enough, for your ;cpenting. 


SONG 274. Duet between tus fle . 
HEPHERDS, ſhepherds, leave decoping. 


Pipes are ſweet a ſummer's day; 
Gut a little after toying, 
Women have the ſhot to pay. 


ere are marriage vows for ſigning, 

Set their marks that cannot write: l 
After that, without repining, 

Play and welcome, day and night. 


— “— 
— — — — — 


| CroRus, 

Come, ſripherds, lead up a lively meaſure ; 
The cares of wedlock, are cares of plea/ure ; 
But whether, marriage bring Je, or ſorrow, 
Mae jure of this day, and hang to-morrozy. 


SONG 275. Sung by Puntvi;. 


E muft wor!:, we muſt haſte ; 
Noon tide hour is almo't paſt, 
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Sprites that glimmer in the ſun, 
Into ſhades already run, 
O3:10xD will be here anon, 


SONG 276. Sung ly Pulli ber. 


HUS, ches I infuſe. 

Theſe ſovreign dews. 
Fly back, ye films, that cloud her ſight ; 
And you, ye cryſtal humours bright, 
Your noxious vapours purg'd away, 
Recover and admit the day, 
Now caſt your eyes abroad, and ſee 
All-—but me. 


SONG 277. Sung by ay ſpirits. 


A man ſpirit. 
H ſight, the mother of defires, 
What charming objects doit thou vield ! 
"Tis ſweet when tedious night expires, 
To ſee the roſy morning gild 

The mountain tops, and paint the feld 
But when CLorinpa comes in fight, 
She makes the ſummer's day more bright, 
And when ſhe goes away tis night. 


H oma! * 


"Tis ſweet the bluſhing morn to view , 
And plains adorn'd with pearly dew : 
But ſuch cheap delights to ſee, 
Heaver and nature 
Give each creature ; 
They have eyes, as well as we; 
This is the joy, all joys above, 
To ſee to ſee, that only ſhe, 
That only ſhe we love! 


Ma I's 


And if we may diſcover | 
What charms both nymph and lover, 


1 
'Tis when the fair at mercy lies, 
With kind and amorous anguiſh, 
To ſigh, to look, to languiſh, 
On each other's eyes 


SONG 278. Sung by Cupid. 


HAT ho, thou genius of the clime, what ko! 
Y Ly'tt thou aſleep beneath thoſe hills of ſaow ? 
Stretch out thy lazy limbs; awake, awake, | 
And winter from thy furry mantle thake, 


SONG 279. Sung by the Cenis of le- 


land. 


HAT power art thou, who from below 
Haſt made me riſe, unwillingly, and fo, 
From beds of everlaſting ſno:- ! 
See'it thou not how ſtiff and wond'rous old, 
Far unfit to bear the bitter cold, 
can ſcarcely move or draw my breath : 
Let me, let me, freeze again to death, 


SONG 280. Sug by Cur. 
HOU doating fool, forbear, forbear, 


What, doſt thou dream of freezing here ? 
At Love's appearing, all the y clearing, 
The ſtormy winds their fury ſpare : 
Winter ſubduing, and Spring renewing, 
My beams create a more glorious year. 


SONG 281. Sung by the Genuis of Tee- 
| land. 


REAT Love, I krow thee now ; 
Eldeſt of the gods art thou: 
Heav'n and earth by thee were made, 
Human nature is thy creature, 
Every where thou art obey'd. 


L 2 SONG 
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SONG 282. Sung by Curio. 


N O part of my dominions ſhall be waſte ; 
To ſpread my ſway, and ſing my praiſe, / 

Ev'n here I will 2 people raiſe, 
Of kind embracing lovers and embrac'd. | 


SONG 283. Chorus of Iceland peaſants. | 


E E, fee, we aſſemble 
8 Thy revels to hold: 
Tho' quiv'ring with cold, 
We chatter and tremble. | 


SONG 284. Sung by Cupip. 


? IS I, 'tis I, 'tis I that have warm'd ve 
In ſpite of cold weather, 
I've brought you together: 
Tis J, 'tis I, *tis I that have arm'd ye... 
Cao. Ti Love, "tis Love, it Lrve that ba. | 
evarm Ad us ;; 
In ſpite of cold weather, 
He brought us together © 


Zis Lowe, 'tis Lewe, "tis Lowe tha! "as r ur 


SONG. 285. A duet. 
8 OUND a parley, ye fair, and ſurrender, 


Set yourſelves and your lovers at calc ; 
He's a grateful offender 
Who pleaſure dare ſeize : 
But the whining pretender 
Is ſure to diſpleaſe. 


Since the fruit of deſire is poſſeſſing, 
Tis unmanly to figh and complain 
When we kneel for redreſſing, 
We move your diſdain : 
Love was made for a bleſſing, 


And not for a pain. SONG 
( 


| 
| 
| 
| 


TS > EEE <a... 


* 
——U UU = —.—ů ˙ Vwᷣ— — @ — — 5 
* 


— 
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SONG. 286. Sung ly the fi Soren 


Paſs not on, but ſtay, 
And waſte the joyous day 
With us in gentle play : 
Unbend to love, unbend tnce 
O lay the ſword aſide, 
And other arms provide; 
For other wars attend thee. 
And ſweeter to be try'd. 


SONG 287. Duct by tic $5 Hen 


WO daughters of this aged ſtream are we; 
[ And both our fea-green locks have comb'd for 
thee : 
Come bathe with us an hour or two, 
Come naked in, for we are ſo: 
Wat danger from a naked foe ? 
Come bathe with us, come bathe, and ſhare 
What pleaſures in the floods appear : 
We'll beat the waters *till they bound, 
And circle, round, around, around, 
And circle, round, around. 


SONG 288. A ri, ty Nymphs and Sy- 


Vans. 


OW bar“ the lover, 
How 1 "his chain, 
How pleaſin "the pain, 
How ſweet to ; Fora 
He fighs not in vain. 
For love every creature 
Is form'd by his nature 
No joys are above 
be pleaſurc: of love. 
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vain are Our graces, 

in vain are your eyes, 

t love you deſpiſe ; 
When agc furrows faces, 

"1: time to be wiſe 
Then uſe the ſhort bleſſing, 
hat flies in poſſeſſing: 
0 oys are above 
Ihe pleaſures of love. 


3290 
— 


SONG 289. Sung hy hotus. 


E bluſt'ring brethren of the ſkies, 
| Whoſe breath has ruM'd all the watry plaäu, 
Retire, and let Britannia riſe, 
In triumph o'er the main. | | 
Serane and calm, and void of fear, 
The queen of iſlands muſt appear: 
Screne and calm, as when the ſpring 
T'he new-created world began, 
Ard birds on boughs did ſoftly fing 
| Their peaceful homage paid to man; 
| While Euzvus did his blaſts forbear 
| In favour of the tender year. 
Retreat, rude winds, retreat 
To hollow rocks, your ſtormy ſeat; 
There ſwell your lungs, and vainly, vainly threat. 


- 


SONG 290. Sung by Pan and a Nereid. 


OUND thy coaſts, fair nvmph of Britain, 
For thy guard our waters flow: 
Porr; all his herd admitting, | 
On thy greens to graze below: 4 
Foreign lands thy fiſhes taſting, 
Learn from thee luxurious feaſting. 


SONG 


* 5 
SONG 2911. Tv. 
OR folded flocks, en fruitfal plains, 


The ſepherds and the farmeis gains, 
Fair Britain all the world outvies: 
And Pan, as in Arcadia, reigns, 
Where pleaſure mixt with profit lies. 


Tho' [1+on's fleece was fam'd of old, 
The Britiſh v/ool is growing gold; 

No mines can more of wraith ſupf ly: 
it keeps the peaſant hom the cold, 

And takes for kings the Jyrian dye. 


r 
8 0 N G 292. Sur by Costs, ac lhe. 
peaſants. 


By Comus. 


OUR hay 15 mow'd, and your corn is reap'd ; 
Your barns will be full, and your hovel's heap'd : 
Come, my boys, come ; 
Come, my boys, come ; 
And merrily roar out harveſt home ; 
Harveſt home ; 
Harveſt home ; 
And merrily roar out harveſt home. 
CHoR. Come, my boys, come, Cc. 


Firft man. 
We ha' cheated the parſon, we'll cheat him again, 
For why ſhould a blockhead ha? one in ten? 
One in ten, 
One in ten; 
For why ſhouid a blockhead ha' one in ten? 
CHoR. Ore in ten, S.. 


514. 


Second man. 
For praling fo long like a book learn'd ſer, 
ill pudding and dumpling burn to pot, 
4 Burt. 
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Burn to pot, 
Burn to pot, 
Till pudding and dumpling burn to pat. 


Chor, Burn te fer, 


Third man. 


we'll toſs off our ale *till we canno' ſtand, 
And hoigh for the honour of old Englaad : 
Old England, 
Old England; 


end hoigh for the honour of old Euglund. 


SONG 293. Sung by Vexus. 
F iſle, all iſles excelling, 


Seat of pleaſure and of love; 
\ EXUS here will chuie her dwelling, 
And forſake her Cyprian grove. 


Cue from his fav'rite nation, 
Care and envy will remove; 

'calouſy, that poiſons paſſion, 
And deſpair that dies for love, 


Gentle murmurs ſweet complaining, 
Sighs that blow the fire of love; 

oft repulſes, kind diſdaining, 

Shall be all the pains you prove. 


Every ſwain ſhall pay his duty, 
Grateful every nymph ſhall prove ; 
And as theſe excell in beauty, 
Tizoſe ſhall be renown'd tor love. 


SONG 294. By Venus and Curtis. 


Vexus. OME hither, urchin! where halt 


been ? 


Crt ein 


„ 
2:0. Coo mother while with you I ſtay, 
Ev'ry dart, 
Gives pleaſure to the wounded heart, 
But to pain them in your abſenſe, is my paſ- 
time and my play. 


Vexus. Learn, you little filly elf, 
When you venture to divide 
From my fond and foſt'ring fide, 
You but ſtray to loſe yourſelf. 


Curio. From your fide 
Never will I more divide. 


_ 
SONG 295. Dover. 
CuP1d. L O VE and Beauty when united, 


Rule ſupreme in ev'ry heart. 
Vexus. You're forgot, and I am ſlighzed 
Pow'rleſs both when once we part. 


Cuyip. For you, with me, 

Vexus. For I, with you; 

Both. With you, with you, 
The ſubjected world ſubdue : 
Gods and mortals we keep under, 
Never, therefore, let us ſunder. 


SONG. 296. By @ man and wma. 


Woman. 


O U fay, 'tis love creates the pain 
Of which fo ſadly you complain; 
And yet would fain engage my heart, 
In that uneaſy cruel part: 
But how, alas! think you, that I 
Can bear the wound of which you die? 


Man. 


Tis not my paſſion makes my care, 
Bui your indiff rence gives deſpair . 


L : The 
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The luſty ſun begets no ſpring, 

Till gentle ſhow'rs aſſiſtance bring . 

So love, that ſcorches and deſtroys, 

Till kindneſs aid, can cauſe no joy: 1 


Woman. 
Love has a thouſand ways to pleaſe, 
But more to rob us of our eaſe; 
For wakeful nights, and careful days, 
Some hours of pleaſure he repays : 
But abſence ſoon, or jealous fears, 
O'erflow the joys with floods of tears. 


Man. 

By vain and ſenſeleſs forms betray'd, 
Harmleſs Love's th' offender made; 
While we no other pains endure, 

Than thoſe that we ourſelves procure : 
But one ſoft moment makes amends 
For all the torment that attends. 


Both. Let us love, let us love, and to happinei 
haſte ; 
Age and wiſdom come too faſt : 
Youth for loving was deſign'd. 
He alon:, I'll be conftant, you be kind. 
She alone. You be conſtant, I'll be kind. 
Bath, Heav'n can give no greater bleſſing 
Than faichful love, and kind poſſeſſing 


SONG 297. Sung by HoNoux. 


T. Gros, the patron of our ille, 

A ſoldier, and a ſaint, | 

On that auſpicious order ſmile, 0 
Which love and arms will plant. 


Our natives not alone appear 
To court this mar.ial prize; 
But foreign kings adopted here, 

Their crowns at home deſpiſe. 


Out 
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Nur ſovereign high, in awful ſtate, 


{ſis honours ſhall beſtow ; 
\nd ſee his ſcepter'd ſubjects wait 


On his commands below. 


End f the Songs in King ARTHUR. 


To Mr. Jawts Hoey, junior. 


Kells, co. Meath, 
Str, 24t9 March, 1763. 

NCLOSED I fend you tæus original ſongs, which are 

the firſt and ſecond attempts of a young mind, unimpreved, 

and I may ſay, untaught ; if you think them worthy e 

a place, or places, in the valuable collection of /engs which 

ou are now publiſhing for the entertainment of the publick, 
y inſerting them therein, you wiil oblige, Sir, 

Veuur conflant reader, 
And aamirer, 
JaukSs D—,. 


he modeſty of this epiſtle renders it proper for 
intertion, it being a reinforcement of merit to the ſongs 
it accompany'd, which are the two immediately follow- 
ing, i. e. numb. 298 and 299. We return the author 
thanks for his oſteem'd correſpondence ; and, to uſe a 
muſical expreſſion, requeſt an encore of it for our next 
number, intitled, Love axp a BoTTLE, now in great 
forwardneſs. Aſſiſtance on this occaſion, we ſha'l ac- 
knowledge as a favour in a/?. 


SONG 298. Lucy Lexxcx. 
Tune: Nancy Dawsox : which fre in the firſt wel. 


. ONG time my heart at liberty, 
Iachn'd to ev'ry fair I ſee, | 
But now *tis quite confin'd by thee, 
My lovely Lucy Lsx::ox, 
When 
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When firſt it felt the pleaſing pain, 
It fluttered, ſtruggl'd, but in vain, 
Endeavouring to loſe it's chain, 
| From pretty Lucy Lexxox. 


"Twas from your eyes the fire ſtole, 
Which firit inflamed my 'nraptur'd foul, 
And in my breaſt without controul, 

Now reigns my Lucy LENNOxXä 
Your ſweet majeſtick ſhape and air, 
Exceeds by far each conqu'ring fair, 
Ye gods ! propitious, hear my pray'r, | 

And give me Lucy Lennox. 


When I am with your preſence bleſt, 
My longing heart bounds in my breaſt, 
Then finks by gentle tremor: preſt, 
And pants for Lucy LENS NOx. 
A ſtrange emotion ſhakes my frame, 
At hearing thy angelic name, 
My foul! conſumes in love's ſoft flame: 


J die for Lucy LEN NOX. 


Then deareſt Li cy be inclined, 
To eaſe the torment of my mind, 
And let your StrREYHON comfort find, 
From pretty Lucy Lexxox. 
For if vour heart will not relent, 
But ſtill refuſe to yield confent, 
My fe in ſadneſs muſt be ſpent, 
Without my Lucy Lexxox, 


Dear Curio grant me my deſire, 
Her tender heart with love infpire, 
And with an equal paſſion fire, 

The breaſt of Lex LER NOx. 
Ve pow'rs who in bright glory ſhine” 
Your choiceſt bleſſings, all combine, 
To ſhower on the chaſte divine, 

And lovely Lucy LExnox, 


SONG 
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SONG 299. PorLy, 


Taue: Sad Corte: wiih jee next after thi. 


> ACH generous fair, from pride exempt, 
E In kindneſs near my lays ; N 
Let not this bold, unckill'd attempt, 

My Ponv's ear diſpleaſe: 
Fer who iu ülence can behold, 

Sach winning charms as thine * 
The virtues por fang of old 

In thee refulgent ſhine. 


No modern bar , art refin'd, 
With all the muſes aid. 

Can paint ſuch excellence of mind 
As is in thee dif layed : 

Soft innocence and prace are ſhewn 
In thy {.veet face aid air; 

Had Apam thee, he n-©er had known 
The loſs of EpE x fair. 


The lark who ſtrains his tuneful throat, 
To bail the daweiing day; 

And P' 05-15 enchanting note, 
ac ſweet voice give away: 

T': "ity fair, and bluſhing roſe, 
The gardens greateſt pride, 


And e -ry fragrance, May beſtows, 


In thee my love reſide. 


is by thy charms my ſoul's confined, 

end fettered in love's chains; 

Tie tou alone can eaſe my mind, 
And free me from thoſe pains: 

For ah ! my heart can ne'er find reſt, 2 
But when my PoLLy's near, 

Each anxious care then flies my breaſt, 
And Rees in liquid air. 


| 
| 
| | 
| 


ns 
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SONG 200. Sib C:iixik, 


8 AD Corixert to verdure's gay, 
All in an ev'ning far, 
in peniive mood, retolv'd to ſtray, 
And give a looſe to care: 
Theſe words his tongue repente oft, 
© Where's now my wonted eaſe ? 
Ah why had I a heart fo ſoft. 
And not more power to pleaſe ? 


„Say echo, has her, accents bleſt 
„% E'er yet your mimic voice ? | 
x „ Ye flowers by her dear limbs depreſt, | 
; „Did e'er your banks rejoice ? 
l «« Tell me ye Dryads of the woods, 
«© Who range the happy grove ; 
Tell me ve Naids of the floods, | _ 
Have you not ſeen my love? 


——— 2 
— 
— 


' „% My love is like the thady lawn, 
| «© Atev'ning Veſper's riſe, 
| % Or like the traprant roſy dawn, 


« Red tinges o'er the ſkies : 
All Exola in her lips is found, 


N And when ſhe would beguile, 

| „The willing graces dance arcund, 

[ And live in ev'ry ſmile. 

| c Wirren ] would kneel in the ſoft cauſe, 


To plead againſt diſdain, 
« My rebe! tongue its aid withdraws, 
«« Aroſtate to my flame: 
„% My eyes would ſpeak, but ah fond eyes! 
„% Revca! not yet the ſmart ; 
« My tongue eterval ſilence ſeize, 
6 Thou treatot to my heart.“ 


FITZ. & 
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FITZGIGGO, a new Englith U , | 


as it was performed at tie Theatre-Royal in Co- 
vent-Garden, London, on Thurſday the 24th or 
February, 1763. By Mr. Lear, Mit BREN T, 
Signor TrNN CCI, Pit, But, and GALLERIES, 
| The words * (al hurliſqum) to the favoui ite 
Airs in the Envliſh Opera of AR ILAXERXK ESO, 
the occaſion of this Uproar - the Manager (Mr. 
BzarD) inſiſting on full Prices being paid every 
Night of the Performance of this new Piece, 
which, the People of London (who have the Con- 
fidence to boaſt of their Opulence, and Tatte for 
theatrical Entertainments, notwithſtanding the 
frequent Inſtances of their lack of both) oppoſed 
with a noble ſpirit; and, with great manlneſs and 
o& courage, demoliſhed the unreſiſting Furniture of 
the Audience Part of the Houſe, on their De- 
mand of halt Prices not being immediately com- 
plied with; a Meanneſs and Want of Taſte, to 
0 Honour of Dublin be it ſaid, never known 
ere. 


Aer I. ScExr I. 
Enter Miſs BxzxT and Sig. Texpuccr. 


Miſs BRENT. Recitarivo. 


TNSTEAD of hlence——what a noiſe is here 
Methinks the audience are mighty queer. 


Tex. I will away to quell theſe mutineers. 
Adieu Il ſend a file of muſqueteers.. 


Miſs 


OO — —„ 


— — 


All the Sengs in this new Engliſh opera, will be inſerted 


; in the next part of this collection, imtitled, Love and a Bot- 
» _ tle; now inthe Prefe. 


L ++ | 
Ii BaENT. Yet ſtay Venvucct for perhaps fact, 
| force, 
Inſtead of queliing them, may make 'em worſe, 


SONG 301. Dorrrixo. 
Tune Dear Aurora prithee ſtay. 


Pray, FitzG16GO, Ve us lay, 
Or go quictly away ; 

Think low much wwe undergs ; 
Anſwer gencral—Yes or No. 


Enter Mr. Bearp in a hurry. ReciTarTive, 


Ha! what the Devil can they mean by this? 
Something is furely very much amiſs; 
Shall I, ſhall I, who am your chief commander, 
Be hiſs'd at thus, by every gooſe or gander ? 


SONG 302. Air. 


Zune : In infancy our hopes and fears, 
By Miſs BxexT (to Mr. Bran.) 


To mitigate our hopelcjs fears 
Submit and pleaſe the roaon ; 
They'll throw the ſeats about cur tars, 
And tear the boxes down : 


(To the audience.) 


O clear him then of this offence, 

The ſcenes and ſconces ſpare , 

Conſider but his great &pence, 
And oh, hoo {mall his ſhare. 


Grand Chivas by V pit. 


Yes or no - Yes er no / 


REecirarivo. Mr. BrarD., 


I pray now, gentlemen, but grant this favour, 
I always have perform'd my beſt endeavour 


To 


" % 
— 


* 
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To pleaſe your different taſtes and diſpoſition, 
Therefore I beg you'd hear my poor petition, 
Nor think me guilty of an impoſition, 


SONG 3oz. Als. Mr. Bearv. 
Tune Let not rage thy boſom firing. 


Let not rage tis houſe ſect fire on, 
Pity, the” vou dijapprove ; 
Sure your hearts are hard as iron, 
When an ora cannot move : 
See your faw"rite BRENT a fainting, 
Ste TENDUCCI F appears 
Sade each gentle boſem panting, 
Difſipate their tender fears. 
Ceaſe, FiTz61660—Ceaſe inquiring 
Into manageric arts; 
Sit as ye were wont, admiring 
Hag we all perform our parts : 
Ceaſe, ye bucks, to make à rict, 
Let no dreadful noiſe be heard; 
Prithee let us k at quiet, 
Ner diſtreſi your Jou NN Brann. 


ReciTativo. From the pit. 


We'll hear no more —ſay then, before you go 
Anſwer the queſtion—will ye ? Yes or No. 


CrorRus. By the gubcle houſe. 


77 or No I., cr No! 
Tes or NI. or No 


ReciTaTivo. Mr. BEAR. 


To ſay the truth—T tell ye all together, 
It is not in my power to tay either; 

Bur this I ſay—P ve got as good a band, 
(I Hatter me) as any in the lang. 


OuN ES. 
Off! off! fir, off! at once inform the town ; 
Either your houſe, your pride, or pric@ mult dow:.. 
- Mr. Be34 5 
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Mr. B:azv. There never was an opera before 


At common price—and {o I fay no more. 


| Exit in a galt. 


Ter. Ah me, Mis EE NT What muſt we do? 


* 
Miſs Ba EXT. I cannot tell ſwcct Signior, what fay you ) 


SONG 304. Air. Sig. Tenpucci. 


Tune: If cer the cruel tyrant love. 


If © er ſuch crutl tyrants reign'd 
Al eperas bofore ; ; 

Pray wat would eu,, er {ave gain A 
By bravo and encere ? | 

Ferbear to fan this raging flan 
Which FitzG16 did crate; 

Ner let your rage ſupplant your ſhame, 
To fix theatric fate. 

Then cea/e to tear the boxes down, 
And terrify each heart; 

Fer O find the toten inclined 
To take FITZG16GO's part. 


RecitaTivo. By the upper gallus. 


Begin the duſt! and let the benches fly! 
This treatment, gentlemen, is all my eye. 


Middle gallery. 
Why Jounxy Bearp! Jack Beard, 97 don't you 
| come ? 
Begin! begin !—':is plain its all a hum. 


Miſs BrxexT. Signior Texpucci we had beſt retire ; 


Tex. We muſt, or all the fat will be in the fire. 


Miſs Baenr. Hark! hark! the ſeats and boxes gin 


to chatter ! 


The windows jingle! and the ſconces clatter !_ 


They come! they come! Firzc1ccGo leads 'em cn ; 


Signior Texpucci.—Let us now be gone, 


a a _ - 
= 


— 


— — 
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Then haſte, ye dancers, iingers, do not ſtay, 


And well dreſt fidlers prithee ſneak away. 
[ Exeunt Abe. 


Cnokus. By e Pit. 
Tune For his father he loft when he murder'd his king. 
Then /ince BHR D romes 1:9 more let's gurt in a trice, 


For cur favour he tj ah he rats i 152 full price. 


Grand Bubel-buil{ins cherus, by the awhile a of bucks 
6 Jy , 
blows, Fee clatt ring, clafting, wick ng, teuring, rend- 


ing, O.. Sc. 


SONG 305. Surg by Si CALLAGHAN 
O BRALLAGHAN 1 Love-a-11 mode. 


Tune Fire away Cas E. 


V H O exer did hear. of an Iriſhman”s fear, 
In love or in battle? in love or in battle? 
They are always on duty, and ready for beauty, 
Tho' cannons do rattle, tho” cannons do rattle. 


By day and by night, they love and they fight ; 
They're honour's defender, they're honour's defender, 
The foe and the fair, they always take care 
To make them furrender, to make them ſurrender. 


SONG 306. Sung by the ſame. 


ET other men ſing of their goddeſſes bright, 
Tha: darken the day and enlighten the night; 
fing of a woman, ct ſuch fleſh and blood. 


That a touch of her fnger would do your heart good. 


be” 


MW: 2 fol cer, dual, =. 


Ten times in a day te mv charmer I come, 
To tell her my paſſior—bot can l' ſtruck dumb 


— — —u— — 
= 


— — — — 
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For Cueip he ſeizes my heart with ſurpriae, 
nd my tongue falls a- ſſeep at the ſight of her eyes. 


Your little dog Pompey's my rival I ſee, 


You kiſs kim, and hug him, but frown upon me; 


Then prithee, dear CHaRLOTTE, abuſe not your charms, 
Inftead of your lap-dog, take me to your arms. 


SONG 307. Suu ly Venus m the Dar— 
Fe. 


OW happy, how happy, how happy are we, 
| Now Cueip and Hu in concert agree; 
We revel all day in ſports and delight, 
And HymEn and Cue1d ſhall govern the night. 


SON G. 303. On the Spaniſh war. 


N the wings of the air, this war we'll declare, 
Till ike Frenchmen the Spaniards ſhall cringe; 
The muzzles of our guns we'll rub againſt the dons 
Till our wadding their whiſkers ſinge. 


As we treated monſieurs, with lower deck tiers, 
We'll ſerve the ſame ſauce to the dons, 

For fear of miſtake, the terms that we make, 
We'll explain by the mouths of our guns. 


Monſieur, wee, wee, and Si Signior Si! 
May ſplice fleers faith and troth, 

"Twill fave us trouble to fight *em double, 
One drubbing will do for both. 


Then abour ſhip, boys, in jollity join, 
This war the Spaniards thall rue; 

The laurels we planted in fam'd fifty-nin?, 
May we gather in ſixty-two. 


A Grand 


— 
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A Grand Solemn DIRGE, in the High 
Burletque Tragi-comic Taſte, perform- 
ed at the Funeral of Old Englith Liber- 
ty, on the tame Day as the Definitive 
T reaty of Peace was ſigned betwixt 
France, Spain, and Grea!-Br:tam. De- 
dicated to the Glorious Sixty- ive. By 
II. HowaRD. 


FizsT ReEciraTIVE. 
By Mr. Bawldon,* To the Bladder ard String. 
ENCEFORTH no F.nglifh brow ſhall ſmile 


She's gone the darling of our iſle! 
Struck to the heart ; 
With grief and ſmart : 
Woe! Woe! 
Ah! oh! 
Weep, wail ! 
Cry, rail! 
Rave, ſwear, 
Stamp, ſtare ! 


Nothing remains, but black deſpair. 
SONG 30g. Air. 
By Mr. Black-Beard, the Black-Smir, to the au vii ans 
hammer. 
Tune : By the ſide of a great kitchen fire. 


I gen the tax on the porter was laid, 
1 thought they had ſomething in view 
Some ſcheme oa our [trength and our tradt, 


For fince Ive had ny to do; Each 


* The reader will obſerve, that the names of the prin- 
cipal fingers, now ein Londen, are burleſqued in this 
Duge: as Batelilan for Balladen, Black-brard for Jen d, 
Vixen t for Vincent, Shag ger for Jagger, Put here for 
Poitier, Naſ-p for Hh, Mad- Ox tor Maddocks, RE, 
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Each night I cculd call for my quart, 
For Thrums Have a tankard of porter, 
But the Halfpenny breaks my poor heart, 
And the beer is no botter than water. 


SONG 310. Dverra. 


B Ali Rent and Mi Shriller, (Two milk girls) 
To the raitling ef their pails, 
Tune The Atic Fire.) 
Come all ye brave that fought and bl:Q, 
our darling liberty is dead, 
By cruel hand; jhe fi; 
The lovely fair, alas ! no more 
Shall ſmile on poor Brilaumta's ſhove — 
O grief too great to tell / 


Revitartive. 


By Mr. Waſs-p, flinger and ſinger, to the drone of a bag- 
Pipe. 

Pox take 'em, for their damn'd ill- nature, 

Pl ng em home, with /7inging ſatire. 


SONG 311. Arr. ( Accompanied with the tong: 
and fire. o del. 


Ture Britons, ſtrike home. 


Britons, ſneak home, 
Sneak home, 
Sneak home, 
Your liberty's gone, 
Hark ! hark ta her tuell“ 
Hark ! hark to her knell ! 
Ding, dong, be.” Da Capa. 


% a © 83 ® i. a 


p 
/ 
| 
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AN WEETE, 
F; * 9 2 fo Saw: 282 av Mad - Or, butchers, to the marrone 
: buns 5 a” 4 c — rere. 


2 As I was a driving my waggon one dan. 


e JS it take all I th. ＋ Z. U, 'd [che PULL, [ jay, 
7 hy. muoder I poor Liberty—ret em, I ear; 


They butcher'd hor wilety, and mangled ber #rre, 
And made tlemſ ves drunk aith the ; Poor creature's gore. 


CHORUS. 


A, por Liberty! old Engliſh Lherty /! 
Genius of E ng (and, aden“ 


SONG 313. Rec:rarrre and A1. 
By Mr. Shampleſs, tbe trunl- maler. to the rumbic; 


carts, coaches, and bras. * waggen:. 


Oh! I could tear their houſes down ; 

Aye that I would for half a crown; 

I'd make 'em ſtart, and ſtare, an wonder, 
To hear my S:entorific thunder! 


NP 
* 
- 


SON G31: Ars, 


Tune: Cover me with ice and ſnoy 


Abit is a fatal vl, 
And a diſmal everthraw ;; 
Never was a fcene of ce, 
Like what wwe undergo. 


SO NG 315. Dor rA. 
By M. Shagyer, ard M. Put-here, quearit-. 
( Accamtauied by the haray-gurdy.) 
Taue In WOT our hopes, Ec. 


Wien fair ſucceſs began ! imile, 
And {pr cad her 5 ant ing rays 5 
Each her „ valid no! the peil, 
But fought in betes of 6avs | Fe 
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Jet victory was all in vain, 


("Twas juſt like children's play) 
The S—t—/þ fricnds of France aud Spar, 


Have giv'n it all away. 


REeciTATIVvE. 
By Mr. Low, the High-wwayman* 
( Accompanied with the linking of fetters.} 
Shall villains kill or rob in ſtate, U 
And ſordid ſeek their country's fate, 
Becauſe forſooth they're rich and Qre't * j 


While ſuch as I are hang'd 1 in air, 
For «ly putting folks in fear 


SONG 376. un 
- Tune: Since laws were made for er'ry degter, 


Aren avere prin; Ed of c * Ir . 
C 


r robbing the 4 cbontry, or taking @ e, 
What a heap of S—/ faces ro daily jhould io 
Under Tybu * tree > 


But Favour can take out the Alain from & crit, 

Elen the blood of a king ach was j0/d for a grit 

For that they will /ay 5ras a i Funlt ;— 
But dn their fiea. 


RrecirArivzE. 
By Mrs. Vixen-t, ITermnag ant. 
Toe lack of a mill. 


Like to the clack of this ſame mill, 

+ They ne'er ſhall make my tongue lye ſtill ; 
May rage and clamour never Ceaſe 
To make a vie about the peace. 


* MacClEATH. 
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SONG. 317. Arr, 


Tune: Harveſt-home. 


Come MeLLY and Molt, 
Come Sus AN and Dol, 
Each termagant raiſe up your voice 2 
Let us rave, 5 us /quall, 
Let us bellow and hasul, 
And make a moſt damnable noi/+. 


Crnorvus. 
A Peace ſhall there be, 


For them nor fer me, 

So let's hade a damnable noiſe ! 
Damnable noiſe ! 
Damnable noiſe ! 


So let's have a damnable nei/c ! 


RecitaTive. 


By Mr. Quaker, the /inging Baker, and Mr. Legg-, 


By all the gods I'll make em ate! 
Their lips to guaver and to quake / 
I'll ſhew myſelf a ſubject true: 

Ha, maſter Legg-it, what ſay you? 


Mr. Legg-it. 


As long as I've a Leg to ſtand on, 
I never will the cauſe abandon. 


SONG 318. Avro, 


Tune With ſwords on their thighs, 


To Liberty raiſe up the high chearful ſtrain, 


Nene er can forget, thy? wwe can't her regain, 


How charming ſbe loo d with her ſbield and her ſpear ! 


A friend to the ranger, a ftranger to fear, 


M 


RECit ATS. 
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SONG 319g Rrcirarr;e and Alx. 
By MT; Cat-!y, and Mzt/s Squallam. 
C Accompanied by the Cat-Organ,) 


Ye cotterzvnuling Tribe each nige, 
Diſturb their lumber, wake 'em quite : 
Your Baſ and Jie pipes prepare, 
And harrow up their fuuls with fear. 


SONG 320. Aix. 
Tre : Mingotti's minuet. 


Sercit aui barnvlinsg ! 
Squonting, ſgualling ! 
N. your 2 lirfa muſic ecafts 
With etrraal 
Strains infiirnal ! 
Teil em they ſhall have us Peace. 
Da Cops. 


GRAND CaoORUs, accompanied by the avbole band. 
Ne Peace hall tb re be, 


For them ner for me, 

Sz let's have a aamnable noiſe : 
Damuable natje ! © 
Damnable uciſe ! 

So let's have a damnable noiſe, 
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The Celebrated Dutch and German 
DI VU. t-.BEx 
Betvicen My nicer Euphirſon and Mynheer 
"anflawken. 


S I vas go by de tirteen cantons, dat is de place 
vere he vas fel de alomote peet, who ſhould pe 
land at de doors, but Mynheer V anſlawken and yn— 
heer Mandyſon. Zo, Mynuheer Vanſlawken vas ſay to 
me, vat is de matter you nefer vas go down to de 
Veen's-head at Yealiea to play de game at de dutch 
rober's. Jo, I ſry to him, 1 never vas go dere, but [ 
vil go ſome time or anoder-. Jo, he zay to me, come 
now, and pring vour vites along vid you. Zol fay to 
him, Gale, vas got ne'er a vi 1 Zo he ſav to me, 
den I ſuppoſe you keep a fanker-womans—yecs fair zays 
1 vas keep a favker-womarns to be fu tre fair. 7.9 den 
he zay to me, vel, vel, pring your f{ckerwoimon along 
vid you. Zo l go into Newkner's-lane, I feſh n. ine 
favkerworan an . ny we vas go to de Vern's. head ar 
Yeaitea.- yeſt Py his ale 's bon houte. Ven we vas 
come dere, dere vas Muni eer \ an{iav Ken, Myab-ge 
Vandyſon, and his dite“ s broders, and Mynheer Hooks 
nicken, and his fauders and moders. Zo Menheer 
Vanilawkea be was fv to we, Kir! vill play \ id von 
at de duſh rubbers for anv monie. Zo away we vas 20 
at it, and vile he vis look ofer de vail at de you's 
faukervomen's, @> Vas to go PyY—py gat lair, I vas tipp 
all nine, four I pufl. dow n mid de powl and fire mid 
de doter hand Ile vat de Civils ith de matter now 3 
Vat vou tipe a'l nine; Says Mynheer Vanilwken, — 
yes {air fays [II vas tip all wine—by got dat vas not 
fair ſay; Mynhecr Va nflawlen, yes = 14 „dat 
vas very air. Vell, vl 70 Mrabeer Vanil:wken, 
I could not fee, I had not eyes in mine aurſe. _ gen 
he fay, he vou'd play angder games along mid me. 
Zo 1 pi. y ang der games—and an der, and anoder, by 
got | vas beat him ev ery one. Zo ke ſaid, he we ald 
pl: ly no more games, but would hh into de room be. 
hind de bar, and hafe a tun ROY ol de ſumilt beers and 
and paper of de ſumo'ſt tobag 
M 2 20 
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Zo in qe mean vile, my faukerwoman was in de bar, 
alopg mid de v mans of de houſe, and madam Van- 
au ken. Zo de voman's of de houfe, vas ſay to mine 
faukerwoman—1matam vile you pleaſe to come and ſhit 
down by me. Zo mv faukerwoman vas hit down b 
de voman': cf de houſe, and de voman's of de houf 
vas fit down by mine faukervoman's. Zo Je roman 
of de houſe iay to mad. im Vauflawken, and mine fauker- 
woman, ladies vil you have a trop of a trams. Zo by 
wot, they drink five or Tix drams a piece, dey was very 
io er vomens to be ſure. 

Zo in de mean vile Myrheer Vanſlawken vas tumble 
into a great ditpute, about vich vas de greateſt man's, 
de E—or of Han—r, or de St——er. Zo as I vas 
come from HH r mineleits, I zay de E—l-r of 
iJ—n--r vas a more greater man as he. Den Mynheer 
Vanſl:wken, fav, pihaiv, pſhaw, de F r of 
H—n=—r, is no more as a fooliſh old womans, dat vas 
make me mad as de devils. Zol ſay, by got he is no 
more as a fooliſh old man, fo von was a liar for dat, 
den up he vas come to me, and give me a develiſh 
dump of de cyc, Zo den I go up to him, and gif him 
anoder dump. Zo den he come up to me and gife me 
a dump of de veck— den I pife anoder dump of de 
yeek, away den we go at it, dere was dump for dump, 
and plump for plump, *ull Mynheer Vanfla.vken vas 
got me down on de floor, Zo as I vas lye down on de 
floor, vat muſt 1 do den, myaheer vas a great tall groſs 
man's come ſau, and I vas a little ſpare man's come ſau. 
So by got, à commical thought vas come into mine 
head, dat I vou'd bite de Duſhman's noſe. Zo by got 
1 turn about, and I pite his noſe troo and troo—Don- 


der and Blackſen ſays mynheer, vat is you pite a man's 


noſe— No fair 1 I, I did not pite your noſe. By 
'ot, ſays Mynhecr Vanſlawken, you vas a tammd lyar, 
if you ſay you was not pite my noſe. Zo l ſay, indeed 
inr, I did not Donder and Blackſen vou lie you dief, 
only ſee now yentlemens, how 1t vas hang dingle d: n- 
zle, one way and de oter by a litel bit of ſkin. Zo den 
H de yentl-mens fay, it vas a damt ſhame dat one man 
jzoud pite anoder mans noſe. Zo one yentlemans vis 
game and git mea dump, and anoder came and gife 

me 
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me a dump, by got dey ge me ten hundred thouſand 
dumps, and kick'd me out cf de company.-— 

Zo as | vas oo down fiairs, Ir morden! murder! 
Zo who ſhoa'd come up but an Eaglznnan's, as | vas 
know ferry vell. Zo | ſay to lim, came along nut 
me, here is Nlyalleer Vanſlawxena kivs, ] nate pite his 
noſe O0 G—t d- mis plood far de Frnolitiman, tell 
him he pit hi: no% his on ſelf- by got i we ft it vas 

ery comical, deten man ſiou'd | ie fk win male; 
however away I was run ia, dete! defc! ins I, Myu— 
heer Vanſlawken, you vas a blackguard, you vas a 
ſcoundrel and a dief:man, you ſay I vas pite your noſe, 
by got fair, you pite your 9wn _ yo own ſelves. 
Got tam mine ploods yentlemens, tays Myalcer Van- 
ſlawken, here is a blackpuard, here is a ſcountrel !— 
Now yertlemens, I vill be gudg'd by ye, veder it is 
poſſible a man's can pite his own rote his own ſelves— 
Ze all de yer.tlemen ſay no to be fure—Bnt Mynheer 
Hoofenecken a very grave viſe mans vas ſhiting by Ce 
fireſide, drinking his tankard of de imeit peer and 
ſmoaking his pipe of de ſmoiſut tabego 1enilemens 
ſaye he, noting is impoſſible mid got—if got pleaſe a 
man ray pite his own noſe Eis own [cles o den 
all de yentlemen vas fall aboard de great fat Dutchman, 
and gave him ten hunded Jovfand dumps for pite his 
own noſe his own ſelf, and lav it pen anoder mans.— 

Bu* in de mean vile, who thoud come in but Myn. 
heer Vandondermens, de com:cal Datchmans, by gor 
he was a comical mans, ſo comica!, ke make you ſkite 
your bragenbrooks, he vas come in, O yentleniens, 
yentIcmen*s, fays he, vat is de reaſon of de Camt neiſæ 
and botterations. Come, come, ſhit down, fit down, 
ſays he, I vill giff you a pit ef a Dutch ſons. Zo den 
day all call ſilence, for Mynheer Vandondermans long, 
and Myuncer Vandendermans, he vas begin. 
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THE 
Company Keeper's Alliſtant. 
A Colleaicn of 


75 4291, Sentiments, and IIzb- Nebs. 


Fler C sss. Loyal and Patrntic, 


HE KING and DUEEN, 
And a!l the Royal Family. 

The Prince of Wales. 
The Princeſs Dowager of Wales. 
The Duke of York, 
The Duke of Cumberland. 
Numeration to the Pruſſians, 
Sub! ration to the Ruſſians, 

N. iultip licat on to the kino's friends; 
Divifien to his ene ny, 
The Rue of three tothe miniftry, 

And Practice to the king's olicers, 
P.oſperity to old lreland. 

roſperity to the city of Dublin. 
Due Linnen trade of Ireland. 


All tre naudiactures of lreland. 


Honour and iafluence to the public ſpirited patrons of 


trade. 
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Mar contempt be the fate of ſuch among us as ſtrut in 
forci2n toppery, to the deſtruction of the trade and 
es of Ireland. 

The glorious memory of King W'illlam. 

Tue revolution of 1088. 

The arit cf July, 1690. Pat! e at the Pe 1 

The ſeventh of December, 1088. [The comment. oment of 
the fr ge of Derry. | 

The ft of Auguſt, 1689. [ The frepe ICT rai} d.] 


The 2th of ju], Ys 1691. LBatile at Aghr.. 7. | 


9 2 


The 7 of Auguft, 1714. 

The 16th of A gil, 1740. CSA at Cullen.) 

May his majeſty never want ſuch ſubjects as the 128 
who carried the memorable queſtion on the 22d of 


November; or the 124 who carried the grand queſti- 
on the 17th of December, 1753. 


The glorious majority on the 23d of November, and on 
the never-to- de· forgotten 17th of December, 1753. 


The difintereſted champions, who, with a geaerous diſ- 
regard of private intereſt, ſo nably contended for the 
public on the ever enn, 17th of December, 


1753. 
May the Commons ever hold the purſe of the nation. 


May the Commons of Ireland ever defend themſelves 
from all undue, anticonſtitutional influence. 


Roc the ſtone cutter. 
May power ever continue in the tend of Ireland. 


Perpetual diſappointment to the enemies of Ireland. 


May the true lovers of !therty in England and Ireland, 
be for ever united in attection, as they are in Intereſt} 


Confuſon to thoie, who, wearing the maſk of pa- 
triotiſm, pull it cf, and deſert the caule of | liberty in 
Lie d: AY of trial, 


M 4 May 
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| May the Illand of ſaints never turn to Sodom and Go- 
| morrah. 


May he who has neither wife, w=—e, or eftate in Ire- 


: 

. land, never have any ſhare in the government of it. 

1 . * | 
1 Diſappointment to thole who barter the cauſe of their | 
j country tor oftentation or ſordid gain. 


May we always be attached to thoſe who perſevere in 
generous endeavours to promote the welfare of their 


Þ country, | 

| Proſperity and ſucceſs to thoſe, who proſecute ſuch 

Al meaſures as have an evident tendency to ſecure and 

| advance the intereſt of Ireland. 

i The ſteady friends of Ireland. 

7 Dejection and diſappointment to thoſe, who form #1 


| ſanguine expectations of places and penſions on the 
ruin of their country, ö 
| May all thoſe, who, for ſordid intereſt have proſtituted 
| their conſcience, and endeavoured to betray their 

| country, meet the ſame fate with their predeceſſor, 
| the grand traitor JuDpas. 


| That prudence, moderation, and an invariable attention 
bi] to the public good, may cement the people of Ireland. 


May the conſtituents of Ireland, on future elections, 

make proper viit.ntion between thoſe who have ge- 

rer>uſly eſpouſed their intereſts, and ſuch as have 
| baſe'y betrayed them. 
| That no betra /r of his truſt, no apoſtate repreſentative, 
no ſc':emer ag ainſt the repoſ- of this nation, or any 

Oi ner onder agents or well wiſhers, hou ever re- 

ſpette:| once among us, may ever again meet with 
any the leaſt ſy mptom cf regard or affection from the 
1 pe ple of Leland. e i 
May the enemies of l:e'and never eat the bread thereof, 

cr if they do, be choaked with the firſt bit. 


A ſpeedy export to all che enemies of Ireland without. a 
draw- back. | 


— — _— p 
- 


May 
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May the friends of Ireland ever have acceſs to the 


throne. 
The king to the laws, and the church to the Bible, 


That freemen may never more be conſidered as a pro- 
perty to be led to market. 


May we gener want ſpirit and reſolution to Protec and 
defend our independancy, againſt the pos erful at- 
tacks of unbridled ambition. 


The honeſt North country ſmith, who reſuſed to foe 
for the man who voted : agninſt his country. 


May all attempts to pervert and. dettior cur preciouz 
conſtitution, be irutirated and void, 


Way we always deſpiic the ignorance, and dete the 
malice of thoſe, who attempt to ditto the interett 
of our king and of our country, Which 1+, and muſt 
ever be inſeperable. 
The honeſt patriot and unbialy'd Irithman, 


May we always be able to d//tir:/ tho, „no. by a 
ſteady and uniform adkereuce to their duty, 2/7, 406 
themlelyes, 


Tnoſe uprig”t patriots, who in contempt call inferior 
conſiderations, have, with fig nal conſtancy, defended 
tne rights and privileges of Heland. 

That our repreſentatives may be men cver witchkFal 
over, aud tad; ouily c©: arcrul of the libert; es an 1 
privileges of the people; whom no unduy iwilgence 


can move, no menaces awe, nur ambition; views 
ſeduce. 


ne man that loves and elle2ms his c2untry, and hi; 
(fill dcarer) liberty. 

The haneſt and undeſigning patriot, who is able to 
peretrate deep and n. yt 1104s ſchemes, 19 unravel 
dark and de ig ni ng intris es, at nd avonedl to op 
poſe the execution cf ſuch, tho? + zuded with ipecious 
Treten CE3s 
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Thoſe repreſentatives, who, by their efforts to ſupport 


the rights of their conſtituents, have at the ſame 
time taken the fareſt means of ſecuring a laſting ho- 
nour to themſelves. 

That all private views, and f{clith conſiderations may 
be laid aide, when they fall in competition with the 
laicty and honour of our country. 

May our endeavours be always ſucceſsful, when engaged 
under the banner of juſtice. 

All thoſe who vete in the cauſe of their country with- 
Out tear of contequences. 

Thoſe, whom neither promiſes nor threats can ever 
bend to betray the truſt and confidence repoſed in 
them by their conſtituents. 

He, who w th virtue arms his generous heart, 

Prefers the honeſt, to the gainful part; 

With jult di.dain reje &s the guiity bribe, 

And icorns the maxims of a veaal tribe. 

The Earl of Cheſterfield. 

The Karl of Halitax. 

The commiſſioners of the tillage act. 

The inland navigation of Ireland, 

'The Newry canal and collieries. 

May we always retain a grateful ſenſe of the zeal and at- 
tachment ſhewn by tie two Mr. ForTE<cut's to the 
linen manutaRture, to the welfare of the Newry 
na igation and collicries, and to its trade in general. 

May gentlemen remirkable for their ſteady attachment 
to the promotion of the linnen manufacture and col- 
lieries of this kingdom, ever have weight and influ- 
ence in che government of it. 

Mr. Pirr. 

Lerd Bute. 


UV 
rr. 


COND 
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SrconD Ci.ass. 


/ AY we aiwavs he able to reſiſt the aſſaults of 
1 Prot verity and adverſity. 
That virtue may always be amply rewarded. 
That candour and honeily may always be our governing 
principles. 
Mw ur conſcience be ſound tho? our fortune be rotten, 
My temyt lon never conquer virtue. 
Alav viituc alveiys Prove victoridus. 
Decent c:conomy. 
Frugalite without meann?1s. 
: . A * * * 21. * 5 
May temporal concerns never break in upon tpixfitual 
daty. 
May power be influenced only by juſtice, 
May ve never tale the apples of affliction. 
May we be rich in friends rather than money. 
May we bu loved by thoſe whom we love, 
May he who wants friendſhip, alto want friends. 
May our diltiaguithing mark be merit, rather than 
money. 
Patience in adverity. 
May we be incorraptible by intereſt, and uninfluenced 
by power. | 
May authority be amiable without debaſfing its dignity, 
May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, aid friends 
to nothiag but merit. | 
way we never ſeck applauſe from party principles, 
but always delerve it trom public spirit. 
May we as Chridians, be zcalous without uncharitable- 
nels; as futyects, loyal without fertility; and as 
Citizens of Dublin, free without Faction. 


"es ps, 
% 
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Senſibiſity without inequality, and paſſions withou 
vehemence. 


May our hearts hare for tenants, truth, candour, and 
benevolence. 


May our virtues be rather the effects of religion, than 
tn? gifts of nature. 


Mav we never be influenced by jealouſy, or governed 
by intereſt. 


May ability for doing good be equalled by inclination, 
May our benevolence be bounded only by our fortune, 


May tho who inherit the title of gentleman by birth, 
deſerve it by their lives. 


May fortune be always an attendant on virtue. 
May religion never be-a cloak for guilt. 
May we never praile any man to undo him. 


May we never deſtroy any perſon's credit to eſtabliſh 
Our On. 


May we never ſet our friend to ſale, or our conſcience 
to hire. 


May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of his dues, or à 
credulous girl out of her virtue. 


Succeſs to the lover, honour to the brave, 
Health to the fick, and freedom to the flave. 


Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 
May providence unite the hearts that love. 
Community, Unity, Navigation, and Trade. 


May Reaſon be the ': lot where Love blows the gale. 
Or, Prudence the cockſwain when Love fills the fail. 


May konour and honelty always triumph over vanity 
and hypocrily. 


More friends and no need of them. 


May the man we love be honeſt, and the land we live 
in free, | | 


More 


WK wo nom — <_—d. — — 
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More induſtry and leſs vanity to the people of Ireland. 
May we always have a friend, and know his value. 
May hemp bind him whom honour can't. 
The two flrangers at co-rt. [ Honcar and Hon.] 


Health of body, peace of mind, a clean ſkirt and a 
guinea, 


The agreeable rubs of lite. 

The land we live in. 

Life to the man who has courage to looſe it, 

And wealth to him who has ſpirit to uſe it. 
IIealths, hearts, homes, and inclinations. 

Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful. 
May all great men be good, and all good men great. 
The man who dare be honeſt in the worſ of times. 
May the honeſt heart never know dittrefs. 


May our life ſpent in acts of virtue, be finiſhed by a 
death ſeaſoned with tranquility, and followed ly a 
memory tull of honour. 


— 


* 


THIRD CLASS: or, e faccs under a 


b:od. 
AY our pleaſant thoughts be gilt with modeſt 
M expreſtions. 


The magical monoſyllable. 

Toilſome pleaſure, and pleaſing toil. 

A good wite, and a great many of them. 

Sweet Briars, 

Pleaſure here, and happineſs hereafter, 

The loſing gameſters. 

May mirth and good fellowthip be always in faſhion, 
The road to a chriſtening. 


May 


: 
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May he that made the dev-l take us all. 
Succeſs to our ejecments in Loveslane. 
Sun ſhine and good humour all the wet! over. 
A game at oll fiurs, and 20 ü erwards. 
Perpetual ſpring to friendihip, vouth, and love, 
Cupid's pin-cuſhion. 
May we never want a friend, and a betdle t TOE 
The baſon that lathers two beards at once. 
A head to earn, and a heart ro ſpend. 
The two friends who weep at meeting. 
The three W's — Woman, Wit, and Wine. 
The key that lets the man ir, and the maid out, 


May every day be happier than the pait, : 
And every hour merner than the lat. 


The Grave that burys the living, and caſts up the dead. 
Love in a cottage, and envy to none. 

May the ladies /zc-cer in all their undertakings, 

The ring of love and Hare of enjoyment. 

The bird in the hand, and then in the buſi. 

The bird in the buſh, and not in the hand. 

The bird in the buſh, and two hard by. 

Delicate pleaſures. to ſuſceptible minds. 

The female azithmetician, who ».ul:iples by ſubiraf;cs. 
The harveſt of life, love, wit, and good claret. 

Love's Pick-lock. 


The raling paſſion, be it what it will; 
The ruitng paſhon governs nature till. 


The Li nen manufacture of Ireland. 


The merryeſt thought we ever thought, 

The Cock in cover. 

The pleaſures of imagination realiſed, 
12 
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The ſtaff of life. 


Thoſe who love pleaſure, and contribute to it, 


| The friend we love, and the woman we dare truſt. 
Proviſion to the unprovided. 
he firit cravat we ever wore. 
Mav we hare in our arms. what we love in «our hearts, 
Cupid's black-game. 
The art of making feet for children's locking: 
The pleaſare in pleaſing. 
The provident maid, 
May we alwavs he blen. 
With what we like beſt. - 
Cupid's ring on the middle finger. 
The firſt game ever played at. 
Love after enjoyment. 
All tails but tell-cales. 
Pleaſure in view but never out fat. 
Love's avenue. 
The nice houſe-maid. (a) 
- The miraculous pitcher. 
The female architect. (% 
The pleaſure we enjoy face to face, 


Horſes ſtrong, foxes lentv, 
Men ſtout, and women healthy. 


The young female chymiſt. (c) 
4 The jolly turt-cutters. (4) 
The Indian excrciic. (e) 
A fate voyage to, and from Merryland, 


A milk white ſkin without perfume or ſmell, 
| A icarlejg——cap turned up with black lapel!, 


The 
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The wich of the ſportſman. (7) 


The bool bindors wiſe. (20 
The baſket maker's wile. (/) 
The lamb-like laſs. (4) 


Up with the linnen, down wit! the claret. 


The miller's muſic. (0 


Cup.d's campaign. 
Breaſt work. 
Battering in breach. 
The attack on the cover'd way. 
The fair fighter and he who makes a proper teizurc, 
May our dying be happy, our revival be ſpeedy, 
May they never want who have ſpitit to ſpend. 
The ſportſman well mounted. 

1 


Bu CK INGER'> boot. ( Fe Len niither legs W Ms | 


May it pleaſe his majeily. [( Zeaſtea before the ga"; 


anrivas.] | 

May it pleaſe their majeſties. [Tea fucc the ave daling. 

The fleſh purſe. 

May the people of Ireland never wart a ſtanding mem- 
ber in England, and two friends to back him. 

Love's game- bag. 

The ſure markſman, who can hit a coney amidi a 
thouiand hares. 

The wonderful root, that grows between two ſtones in 
the lile of Man. ä 

The old play houſe in Smock-aliev, and the two 
prompter“. 

The rough road to the Hater- fall. 

A cendeſicention to the ladies, and a ſtanding honour 
to the gentlemen. 


+» 


The 


6 
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The naked truth. + 


A diſh of fiſh. [“. e. A pretty maid, a generous /ca/, 
and a convenient le.] 


The rule of three. 


The liberty of the preſs, and a fayourite volume in 
ſheets. 


The center of attraction. 

A clean avenue to a pleaſant country (eat. 
The Thing. 

The other Thing. 

The two things. 

The female ſcalper. 

The point of union of two fond hearts. 
The civil orange that's rough and juicy, 
Long nights and merry tales. 


The ſhrub that flowers monthly, and is in ſeaſon all 
the year, 


The hot houſe ſupported by two ivory pillars. 


What we ſpeak leaſt of, think moſt of, and wiſh for 
night and morning. 


The merry piper who dies at the end of his jig. 

V'hat charms, arms and diſarms. 

The ſuii furr'd female, 

The judge of 4-fize, 

The thatched cabin under the hill. 

May we kiſz whom we picaſe, and pleaſe whom we kifc. 
Anas fir thought after he ſaw Eve. 

Tic meat that belt bailes itfe!t when beſt ſpitted. 


The fair ſev, the fair of Middleſex, and the middle of 
the tair icx. 


May we never want courage when put to a ſhit. 
Conti don 
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Confovfion to him who goes in and out of a cofſes.. 
houſe without ſpending. 

May our wives carefully ſave, 

What we bountifully give. 

May we pleaſe and be pleaſed, 

The neſt in the buſh, and the buſh's beſt friend 

The bird who his lite in hat baih love's to ſpend. 


May we dream of what we like, and Ce1joy it when we . 


pleaſe. 
The eye that weeps moſt when beſt pleaſed, © 
The female æconomiſt. (J) 
The upright man, and downright woman. 
The Pruſlian exerciſe. () 
The beit of the game. () 
The female robber. (e) 
The three jolly companions. (y) 
What is loſt in the finding. (3) 
The county of wicklow ſtyle. (7) 
The union of two fond hearts. 
The diſtreſſed family. () 
A woman's large and ſmall beautys. 7 
Legonier's livery, 
All true hearts and ſoun! bottoms, 


The clear rivu'et, running thro' the brown bower, un- 
der the beautiful banks of miſ, A's creek. 


The fountain of love in miſs B's parautie, 
Cupia's ſpicxet and foller, 

The ſhort bleiſing, 

Loſt in poffeſſing. 


FourTH 
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Fourth CLass. Haob-Nels. 


OVE for Love. 

Love, fire, and folic. 
Your Love for mine, and ours for that of the company. 
All we wiſh, and all we want. 
Love and opportunity. 
Gaiety and Innocence. 
Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our witkes, 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our taſte, 
Health, jcv, and mutual love. 


Love without fear, 
And life withovt care. 


Conſtancy in love, and ſincerity in friendſhip, 
Friendſhip without intereſt, and love without deceit. 
Here's you and I, 

And nobody by. 

Peace and plenty. 

All that gives you pleaſure. 

Your love and mine, and the friends of the company. 


Love and friendſhip. _ 


Health, love, and rcaly-rino, 
To ali theſe whom ou and I know, 


- 7 X ”% 5 _ * 

„.“ Thee ſeut ment: mar with a letter after tbem 
thus (a) need ny an ev/lanaiitn, if Was intend. a to Give one in 
/ * a * = 
11-15 tle Cty for” 2 12 Fo F urpty/. +; „ 4 740 P* EY d for re, 27 
cucos; but the HoreST FELLOW: (a collection of /ongs, fo 
. 8 7 
Jn FH. , ately abt A in D-/, 1. in) has take: that office on 


L411 lr, ard thereby eay. gur of «ts 


End of Vor. II. 


Advertiſement. 


HE frſt part of the firſt volume of this work is 
intitled, APOLLO; or, the SoxgcsTtr's Uxt- 
VERSAL L1akaky: price 1s. 1d. or ſewed up with 
the ſecond part 2s. 24. bound 25. 84. 
The ſecond part of the firſt volume is intitled, 75 


WREATH}; or, SoxcGsTtR's Pocktr Companion; . 


pre 1s. 1. or ſewed up with the firſt part 2s. 44. 
ound 2s. 814. 


n 


Speedily will be publiſbed, 


OVE axp a BOTTLE: being the firſt part of 

the third volume of this work. Price 15. 14.— 
It will contain all the neu ſongs not inſerted in any of 
the preceding parts, with ſeveral original ſongs, bal- 
lads, cantatas, &c. never before printed. 


„% Ms this undertaking greatly exceeds any thing of the hind, 
it is hep d it "will ment with enconragement ad-quateto its merit, 
Frem the plan, the Young and gay may expect to find in the 
courſe of the undertaking, a correct ard faithful copy of every 
Song "vhercwwith they have been cutertaintd at the Gard. ns or 
Theatres ; while theſe of a mere advanced age or antiquated 
tafte, may be aſured of mecting with, in this Magazine of 
Sorgs, all the old mer: Ballad that beeniled their yontl ful 
hours, and charmed by a poignauncy of xt ion, wit and 
bumeur, (unkncwnr in modern Song) ant will, in a manucr, 
renew the dilig.ts they ta de if in the days rf yore. 


Fit /? porbihed. 
HE LADIES COMPLETE LETTER WRI- 
TER; teaching the Art of inditing Letters on 
every Subject, that can call for their Artrtertion, as 
Daughters, Wives, Mothers, Relations, Friends, Ac- 
quaintarce, or Mitrefles of Families; being a well-diſ- 
poted Series of Letters, written by Ladies, not only on 
the more impottant Religious, Moral, and Social Du- 
zics, but on Subjects of every other Kind that uſuz't: 


J IV ch cern 
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/ f ut J . 
U f 1 7 * a 


| 
| 


BOOKS, printed by and for Jaraes ogy, junior. 


” concern the Fair-So2x; interfoerſed with Relations of 
i various Lrents that mult intcrew all the tender and no- 
\ ble Pal ons, without de epraving the Heart; together 

with various Forms of writing Meſſages on Cards, and 
x many other important Articles. The whole forming a 
polite, improvins, and uſetut Manual of Inſtruction 


and rational Entertainment. & Work long defired, and 

the only one par icularly formed for the Uſe of Lad: es. 

With an Appendix, not in the London Edition. Con— 

taining, the Precedency due to women; alio, Directions 
how Ladies may acquit themſelves with Elegance and 
ö Cracefulneſs in doing tae Honours of a Table; together 
with Complimentary Billets in the molt pclite Taſte. 
Be careful in aſking for the Dublin Edition, printed by 
Jus Hoey, Junior, as no other is correct, or con- 
tains thoſe lait mentioned additional Articles. 


2» 


BOOK 8. printed by and for JaMEs 


Hok , junior. 


Bound 
HE Life of Enward Earl of Claren- 
| don, with a continuation cf his Hiſto— 
ry of the Rebellion- Written by Him- (© *#+ ' 


( 

a elf: in 3 vols. octavo, 

| The ſame in one vol. folio oO 15 © 

| The World Diſplayed, in 20 neat pocket 
volumes, with copper-plates 3 


The Centinel; by the author of the World; 
in 2 vols. 12 mo 

Adventures of Sir Lau ScELOoT Gxztaves, 
with copper- plates: by the author of 
Roperick RANDOM 


BD 
The Orientaliſt : _ a volume of Eaſtern 2. 


o 2 8 


by the author of the preceding nove! o 2 8; 


Hi'tory of OputL1a ; by the author of Da- 
VID SIMPLE: with an additional ſtory, 
not in any former edition 

Hittory of the Counteſs of DeLLwyn ; by 
the author of the preceding novel: 


1 
1 DOTY 


. © 


BOOKS, rina by ar ar Janes How z, junior. 


Hittory of CUSK LOTTE WAT SON; by Mrs.) f 
VWootdtn, autnor of the auction : j 9 2 0; 
The Story- Feller, on a new plan: in 2 vol. © 5 5 
Letters of the Rt. houwourabic Lady Mary) £2 
YO0R164LY MoxnTacrye * * 1 
Lifs and Adventures of Joh CARTEREF 
Pi.K1NGroN to 2.9, 
The Ladies Friend, wich the IIitory of 
SoyrH1a : by Mrs. Lenuox, author 465 2 8! 
the Female Quixote, &c 
The Fortune Hunter: a modern tale, with . 
a beautiful trontiſpicce f 9 227 
The Liie, extraordinary Hiſtory, and In 
3 
trigue : of Jon TavLoR C 
SuarPe's Incoduciion to Unive:ſal Hiſtory $ + 8 
tor gentlemen and ladies c YR 
Cax»vip; or, All tor the Beſt: by M. to 4 
VoOLTAIRE 
The Angler's Magazine, or Complete Fiſh- 98 1 4 
erman 
A Muſcum for young Gentlemen aud Ladies, 3 
with cuts 0 ths 
Sports and Palimes cn the Cards and Dice, 5 
with rules for winning at either 5 tos 
A Common-Place- Book, with dire ions fo q 3 
tae uſe of it, on the plan of Mr. Lock: 
The Lite, Adventures, and various. viciffi— 
. 
tu des of Fortune of Px TER WILLIAMSON I 
ne Hibernian Pocket Co: npanion; being 
an hiſtorical and geographical account of O 62 
Ireland 
The Old Man's Guile to Health and longer * 
Ls N 9 090 05 


III on the Gravel ad Stone, with dire&- MRP 
ons for cure 8 
Chriz inn 0 amtort: a letter do a per ſon bur— 
a 929 
devel with ins SS and outward trouble 4 
RIEFET: ATHY > al dramatic oem, by Mr. o o 6! 


. IIA NON 

Pens. Orphan of China. Twelfth wy 5 The 
J-alous Wie. 

Faß cus. High Life belov ſtirs. Spirit of Contra- 
dicdon. Eugar and Emmeline. 


